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Do You Want These Pictures in Color? 








I.—TO HIT IS HISTORY 
Copyright, 1902, John P Burkherd Corporation, Publishers “ Field and Stream” 


\ In connection with the advance in subscription price of Fietp AND StrREAM from 
$1.00 to $1.50 yearly (15 cents of all newsdealers), which took effect Jan. 1, 1903, 
we offer for a limited time a year’s subscription and this pair of pictures for $2.00. 
The pictures are reproduced in finest water color process, size of picture surface 
11 x18 inches,-which makes them just right for select home, office or library decoration 
when framed. Address all orders to the Art Department, Fre-cp AND STREAM, 35 West 
21st Street, NEw York. 








| Il.—TO MISS IS MYSTERY 


The Most Popular Ht to Date ! 




































Field and Stream 


Published monthly by the John P. Burkhard Corporation, 35 West 21st St., New York. 











Subscription Price $1.50 per year, I5 cents a copy, of all Newsdealers 


A yearly volume makes a collection of the choicest illustrations and literature possible 
for sportsmen to obtain. Full of valuable information and reliable accounts of exploration 
in new sections. A broad gauge, literary, authoritative publication for real sportsmen and 
Sportswomen. 
OUR UNPARALLELED SUBSCRIPTION OFFER 

With each year’s subscription ($1.50) we send postage paid a free choice of the fine, large 
pictures here shown (size 18x 24). These pictures are worthy of a good frame. They are bet- 
ter subjects than can be purchased in art stores. With a five year’s subscription ($7.50), we 
will send the entire set of six pictures and in addition the colored pictures on opposite page. 








Enclosed find Ae ee for which send Fierp anp Srream for year... . beginning 
with the ................number, and pictures No.... is per offer above 
You may also send sample copies (free) to the following addresses of sportsmen 


EVERY MAN’S MIND IS A STORY BOOK ~« ~« FIELD 
AND STREAM PRINTS THE OUT DOOR CHAPTERS < 
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Copyright, 1903, by John P. Burkhard Corporation 
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"PNEUMATICS FREE” 


The PREUMATIC MATTRESS AND CUSHION CO., which owns every 
practical patented device for anlidng Air Goods, is to be consolidated with a 
Rubber Factory and a Rubber Plantation. We shall raise our own Rubber (a 
yielding plantation having been secured) ; we shall make our own Rubber Cloth; 
and then we shall be in a position to control our own base of supply. 

One hundred thousand dollars of the New Company’s 7 per cent. Preferred 
Stock is offered in $10 shares. In order to raise it quickly we make the following 
most LIBERAL OFFER. Forty per cent. of the amount purchased will be 
placed to your credit, you to have the right to select Pneumatic Goods to that 
amount any time within four months. For example, if you buy $100 worth of 
Preferred Stock, you shall be entitled to $40 worth of PNEUMATICS FREE. 

[f you don’t want the goods we will give you one share of Common Stock 
free with each share of Preferred Stock purchased. 

These offers are limited to subscribers to the first 10,000 shares, and this is an 
opportunity not to be overlooked. Address 


W. J. SHILLIDAY, secvy. 


3 SOUTH ST.,N. Y. CITY. 





The offer of goods does not apply to dealers, 









FIELD AND STREAWM’S 
GREAT FEATURE FOR 1903 


“e 











ALVAH D. JAMES to travel from Ocean to Ocean 
ACROSS SOUTH AMERICA, OVER THE 
ANDES AND DOWN THE AMAZON. Pur- 
poses of the expedition, EXPLORATION AND 
ADVENTURE. Party to sail from New York 
APRIL FIFTH. ANDES MOUNTAINS to be 
crossed at the immense altitude of 15,000 FEET. 
A 4,000 MILE TROPICAL WILDERNESS to be 
traversed. EQUATORIAL LINE to be crossed 
twice. SPLENDIDLY ILLUSTRATED accounts 
of the party’s progress to begin in the late SPRING 
NUMBERS 


Now is a good time to subscribe 


~ SS 


New Features constantly being added of absorbing interest 
to Sportsmen and all who love life Out of Doors 





“FOR 3S#¢ VEARS A 
STANDARD PIANO” 


Ose 
WING 
PIANO 


You need this book 


IF YOU INTEND TO BUY A PIANO. A Book~ 
not a catalogue—that gives you all the informa- 
tion possessed byexperts. It makes the selection 
ofa pianoeasy. Ifread carefully, it will make 
you a judge of tone, action, workmanship, and 
finish; will tell you how to know good from bad, 
Itdescribes the materials used; gives pictures 
of all the different parts, and tells how they 
should be made and put together. It is the only 
book of its kind ever published. It contains 116 
large pages, and is named “ The Book of 
Complete Information About Pianos.” 
We send it free to any one wishing to buy @ 
piano. Write for it. 


Saves from bn make the WING 
IANO and sell it our- 
$100 to $200 selves. It goes direct 
from our factory to your home. We do not 
employ any agents or salesmen. When you 
buy the WING PIANO you pay the actual 
cost of construction and our small wholesale 
profit. This profit is small because we sell 
thousands of pianos yearly. Most retail stores 
sell no more than twelve to twenty pianos 
yearly, and must charge from $100 to $200 
profitoneach. They can’t help it. 





» SENT ON TRIAL 


We Pay Freight. No Money in Advance. 


We will send any WING PIANO to any 
part of the United States on trial. We 
pay freight in advance and do not ask any 
advance payment or deposit. If the piano 
is not satisfactory after twenty days’ trial in 
your home, we take it back entirely at our ex- 
pense. You pay us nothing unless you keep 
the piano. There is absolutely no risk or 
expense to you. 

Old instruments taken in exchange. 











Easy Monthly Payments 
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A Wing Style—45 other styles to select trom 


Instrumental Attachment 


A special feature of the Wing Piano; it imi- 
tates perfectly the tones of the mandolin, 
guitar, harp, zither, and banjo. Music written 
for these instruments, with and without piano 
accompaniment, can be played just as perfectly 
by a single player on the piano as though ren- 
dered by an entire orchestra. The original 
instrument attachment has been patented by 
us, and it cannot be had in any other piano, 
although there are several imitations of it. 


In 34 years 33,000 Pianos 


We refer to over 33,000 satisfied purchasers 
in every part of the United States. WING 
PIANOS are guaranteed for twelve years 
against any defect in tone action, workman- 
ship or material. 


Wing Organs are just as carefully 


made as Wing Pianos. 
They have a sweet, powerful, lasting tone, 
easy action, very handsome appearance, need 
no tuning. Wing Organs are sold direct from 
the factory, sent on trial; are sold on easy 
monthly payments. For catalogue and prices 
write to. 


173-75 | 12th St., N. Y. 
1868—34th YEAR—1902 








“exe WHERE TO GO <a 


Business Cards tanerted ender these headings, 
er line for one year (12 issues). Space 


00 
limited to seven lines. 





GUIDES 
NORTH CAROLINA. 
Fenner 8. Jarvis, Haslin, Beaufort Co. 


FLORIDA 
©. H. Stokes, Mohawk, Lake Oo. Bear, deer, 
rabbits, squirrel, wild turkey, sand-hill cranes, 
ducks, quail, big-mouth bass, etc. Rates low, 
board first class. 





TAXIDERMIST 
Ray F. Baldwin, 19 William Street. Newark, N. J. 


CURRITUCK SOUND SIDE GUNNERS’ RESORT 


4,000 acres as good land for quail as N. C. affords and 
3,000 acres good marsh for ducks, geese and swan, 
quail, ducks, geese and swan plentiful. Season Nov. 
roto March 1. One mile water front on Currituck 
Sound. Good accommodations with excellent table. 
Terms reasonable, by the day, week or month. 

Apply to WM. H. BRAY, Currituck, N.C, 
The above land and privileges are for sale. 




















Cobb’s Island Club House 
Ils open all the year for sportsmen. 


Brant, Duck and Goose Shooting in winter over live 
——_>—_$—_——————— decoys. 


Shore Bird Shooting and Good Fishing in Summer. 
Cheriton P. 0., Northampton 
aopress F, B. COBB, County, Virginia. 





DEER, DUCK, WILD TURKEY & HARE 


in abundance 


HOTEL GRACE 
Clarksville, Mecklenburg County, Virginia. 
The best place to find royal sport shooting 
Quail. More plentiful than ever before. 
Large areas for hotel guests. Best dogs, 
handled by “Capt. Dinks Barner” and other 
good guides. New hotel, with modern com- 
forts—Bath, Toilet, Electric Bells, etc. Ma- 
gee’s Chlorinated Lithia Water free to all 
guests. Superb service for sportsmen and 
their families. Quick Mail, Telegraph and 
Telephone service, and eleven daily trains. 
For particulars address R. H. Easley, Prop., 
Clarksville, Va. 


HOTEL WACHAPREAGUE 


Wachapreague, Accomac County, -- Virginia 





An attractive and elegant sea-side resort. Ev- 
erything new, modern and first class. Situated 
on the water front. Four story; seventy-five 
rooms, all outside; bathrooms, hot and cold water, 
ete. Three tiers of verandas surround the entire 
building, containing 1,264 lineal feet. Quail and 
rabbit shooting in fall; wild ducks, geese and 
brant from November until April. Launch, house- 
boat, decoys, guides, etc., can be secured on rea- 
sonable terms. Correspondence solicited as to 
terms, engagement of rooms, etc. Apply to A. 
H. G. MEARS, Wachapreague, Virginia. 


WHEN A MAN WANTS 


To do business with you why not meet him 
half way? 

He has a vague idea of what you have or 
what your address is, and he looks you up in 
FIELD AND STREAM, and if he doesn’t find your 
card he finds somebody else’s card, and he 
probably writes this somebody else instead of 
you. A simple announcement card would keep 
your name, address and business continually 
before the sportsmen of America, at very little 
expense. Try it and see if you do not open 
up some new business. 





“Queen of Sea Routes” 
Florida and the South 


MERCHANTS & MINERS TRANS. 
COMPANY STEAMSHIP LINES 
between Baltimore and Savannah ; Boston, Norfolk 
and Baltimore; Philadelphia and Savannah; Provi- 

dence, Norfolk and Baltimore. 

Accommodations and Cuisine Unsurpassed 

“*Finest Coastwise Trips in the World” 
Send for Winter Excursion Book. 

J.C, WHITNEY, 2d V. P. and T. M. W. P. TURNER, G. P. A. 


BALTIMORE, MD. 





General Offices: 





For Florida Cuba 
Thomasville - - Augusta 


And the Hunting and Fishing (¢ 
South take the 


ATLANTIC COAST 


Grounds of the 











LINES 


FAMOUS TRAINS 

“NEW YORK & FLORIDA SPECIAL” 
“FLORIDA & WEST INDIAN LIMITED” 

“CHICAGO & FLORIDA LIMITED” 


These trains are the standard of perfection 
in passenger service; consisting of Pullman 
Vestibuled Drawing Room, Sleeping, Com- 
partment, Dining and Observation, Library 


Cars. 

OFFICES: 

1161 Broapbway, NEw York; 26 ScHoot STREET, 
Boston; 31 So. Tuirp STREET, PHILADEL- 
PHIA; 601 PENNSYLVANIA Ave., WASHING- 
ToN, D.C.; 107 E. GERMAN SrtrREET, BALTI- 
MORE. 

Or see any Penn. R.R. Ticket Agent. 


W. J. CRAIG, GPA, Wilmington, N. C. 
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PLEASE SAY YOU SAW IT IN “FIELD AND STREAM” 








MAINE HOTEL 
FOR SALE 


The Grand View House on Sebec Lake has just 
come into my hands and, not being a hotel man, 
I offer it for sule at about half the cost of con- 
struction. Sebec is the finest landlocked salmon 
lake in Maine, and the best fishing grounds are 
directly in front of the hotel. Black bass in 
profusion. A whole chain of fine lakes and 
streams begins at the door and they are filled with 
lake trout, salmon, white perch, pickerel and 
brook trout. Best deer and moose country in 
Piscataquis County. Five miles from Maine Cen- 
tral R. R. The Grand View is one of two hotels 
on the Lake and has much the finest location. 
Been built two years and cost over $4,000 to con- 
struct. Main building is three stories high, 
15 x 42 feet front. The ell is 30 x 50 feet twu 
stories high. Office and Dining Room in hard 
wood, rest in plaster. WILL SELL FOR $2,500. 
tor further information address 


OLIVER KEMP, Trenton, N. J. 
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Conytgm. 1902 
by C. & A. R'y. 


ART CALENDAR 


Fourgraceful poses from life; figures ten inches 
high, reproduced in colors. Highest example 
of lithographic art. 

“THE ONLY WAY” 
to own one of these beautitul calendars is 
to send twenty-five cents, with name of publi- 
cation in which you read this advertisement, 
to GEo. J. CHARLTON,General Passenger Agent, 
Chicago & Alton Railway, 328 Monadnock 
Buildin , Cuicaco, ILL. 
. the best railway line between Cuicaco, 
St. Louis, Kansas City and Peoria, 


















FLORIDA LIMITED 


Daily Train Ciacinnat) to St. Au- 
gustiae, Cincinnati to New Orleans 
Schedule 24 hours 
Dining, Observation Cars,and 
Drawing-Room Sleeping Cars, 


QUEEN & CRESGENT 
SPECIAL 


Cincionati to New Orleans and Jacksonville 
—24 hours. Quick time to Atlanta, Ashe- 
vilie, Savannah, Charleston, 
Dining-Car Service to New Orleans 
and Jacksonville. 


On and after January Sth, 
CHICACO-FLORIDA SPECIAL 


Tarough Pullman Service from Chic 
Cleveland, Detroit, Pittsburg, St. Louis, 
Louisville, and Cincinnati to St. Augustine. 
Day, Compartment, and Observation Cars. 

Only one night out—24 hours from Cin- 
Cinnati to St. Augustine. 

Write for printed matter and rates, 
W. Jd. Murphy, G. M. W. C. Rinearson, @. P. A. 
Cincinnati, 0. 














“The Busy Man's Train" 


Appropriate in its Name, 





Appropriate in its Route, 





Appropriate in its Character-- 





“The 20th CENTURY LIMITED” 





This is THE century of all the ages. 

The New York Central's 20-hour train 
between New York and Chicago (the two 
great commercial centers of America) tis 
THE train of the century, and is appro- 
priately named 


“THE 20th CENTURY LIMITED” 


A copy of the ‘‘Four-Track News,” con- 
taining a picture of “The 20th Century 
Limited,’ and a deal of useful information 
regarding places to visit, modes of travel, 
ete., will be sent free, post paid, on re- 
ceipt of five cents, by George H. Daniels, 
General Passenger Agent, New York Cen- 
tral, Grand Central Station, New York. 















































PLEASE SAY YOU SAW IT IN “FIELD AND STREAM” 





—_ Rates West. 


Only $33 Chicago to San Fran- 
cisco, Los Angeles, Portland, Ta- 
coma, Seattle, and many other 
Pacific Coast points, every day 
February 15 to April 30, 1903. 
One-way, second-class, colonist 
rates via Chicago, Milwaukee & 
St. Paul and Union Pacific line. 
To the Northwest via this route, 
or via St. Paul. Additional infor- 


mation on request. 


F. A, MILLER, 
General Passenger Agent, Chicago. 





If You are Going 
Shooting or Fishing 


REMEMBER THE 


| RON S) . 
OUNTAIN 
ROUTE 


Reaches Direct from St. Louis 
or Memphis 


THE BEST GROUNDS IN 
MISSOURI, ARKANSAS, 
LOUISIANA and TEXAS. 
HUNTERS’ RATES IN EFFECT. 
Mention this public ation and WRITE FOR 


PAMPHLET—“‘‘ Ideal Shooting and 
Wishing Grounds.’’ 





Wm. E. Hoyt, Gen. Pass. Agt., 
No. 335 Broadway, New York. 











H. C. TOWNSEND, @ P. and T. Agent, St. Louis, Mo. 

















Travelers 


oo 
California 


Naturally desire to see the grandest and 
most impressive scenery en route. This 
you will do by selecting the Denver & Rio 
Grande and Rio Grande Western, “The 
Secenie Line of the World,’ in one or both 
directions, as this line has two separate 
routes across the Rocky Mountains  be- 
tween Denver and Ogden. Tickets read 
ing via this route are available either via 
its main line through the Royal Gorge, 
Leadville, over Tennessee Pass, through 
the Canon of the Grand River and Glen- 
wood Springs, or via the line over Marshall 
Pass and through the Black Canon of the 
Gunnison, thus enabling the traveler to use 
one of the above routes going and the other 
returning. Three splendidly equipped fast 
trains are operated to and from the Pacific 
Coast, which carry through standard sleep- 
ers daily between Chicago, St. Louis, Den- 
ver and San Francisco. Dining car (ser- 
vice a la carte) on all through trains. If 
you contemplate such a trip, let us send 
Ag beautifully ox a S— free. 

. K. Hooper, G. P. , Denver, Colo. 
































Big Four 


World’s Fair Route 


From the 


Leading Cities of 


Ohio, Indiana 
and [Illinois 


St. Louis 


Write for Folders. 


Warren J. Lynch, W. P. Deppe, 
Gen’! Pass. Agt. Asst Gen'lP. A. 


CINCINNATI, OHIO. 
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“ A great deal in a little space.” THE 
—THE PREssS. e__ 


“THE | FOUR-TRACK. 
FOUR-TRACK. NEWS 


‘ SERIES” 
AN ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 
A series of books of travel and education OF TRAVEL AND EDUCATION 
issued by the Passenger Department of the r , 


NEW YORK CENTRAL AND Published Monthly by the 
HUDSON RIVER R.R. Passenger Department of the 
They are filled with information regarding NEW YORK CENTRAL 


the best modes of travel and the education that 


can best be obtained by travel. - 
They relate specific ally to the great resorts AND HUDSON RIVER R. R. 








q of Americ a—to trips to the islands of the sea 
and around the world. Sold by the American News Company and 
They also contain numerous illustrations and all affiliated news companies. Ask your news- 
new and accurate maps of the country described. dealer for a copy. 
“A copy of the 48-page Illustrated Catalogue The Four-Track News will be sent free to 
ofthe ‘“‘ Four-Track Series"? will be sent free, any address fora year on receipt ot 50 cents. 
upon receipt of two cent stamp by George H. Single copies, 5 cents. Address George H. 
Daniels, General Passenger Agent, Grand Cen- Daniels, General Passenger Agent, Grand 
tral Station, New York. Central Station, New York. 



































CALIFORNIA 


UNION 
PACIFIC 















selec 
Denver 24 








Salt Lake 
City 


































If you contemplate a trip to 
California, before selecting your 
route, stop and think of the time 
you will save by traveling over the 


UNION PACIFIC 


Its fast trains reach San Francisco from Omaha 
16 hours ahead of all competitors 






For Fut INFORMATION ADDRESS 


E. L. LOMAX,G. P. & T. A. 


Omaha, Neb. 
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HAVANA DIRECT 


From New York ~ \g \g 


nd thence 1000 Miles Cc b 

along the NORTH SHORE of sw LL DA 
‘ge ‘e A Launch accompanies each steamer conveying 
parties of tourists to the Coral Keys, up the rivers, on 


gunning and fishing — = etc., a ‘een service no = 


tra charge is made. Neg 
‘ge ‘e THE MUNSON LINE BULLETIN. a banastbuiie 


illustrated monthly about Cuba, sent regularly for the 
asking. Address: Ne ‘eg Ng Ne Xe 














PASSENGER #DEPARTM™MEN TFT 
MUNSON S. S. LINE, 27 William St., New York 
RAYMOND & WHITCOMB CO., 25 Union Sq.,N.Y. 














JOAQUIN MILLER 


and other characteristic western authors and artists contribute to 





SUNSET bat ya 


The only magazine ‘that faithiully tells, by pictures 
fornia, Oregon, Nevada, Utah, Arizona, New Mexico, Texas, 


and text, of the wonders of Cali- 
and the nation’s western 


It is notable for the number and artistic merit of its engravings. The 


border land. 
houses advertise in its page if you want to learn of Cali- 


representative business 
fornia and the West, read ple regularly. 


7? 
ONE DOLLAR A YEAR TEN CENTS A COPY 


Published Monthly by the Passenger Department 


SOUTHERN PACIFIC 


4 MONTGOMERY STREET, - San Francisco, Cal. 
349 BROADWAY, . . New York. 
49 LEADENHALL STREET, London. 
193 CLARK STREET, Chicago. 
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VIRGINIA BEACH 


VIRGINIA 


FAVORED OCEAN-SIDE 
VA. ONE NIGHT 














RESORT, 17 MILES 


THE SOUTH’S MOST 
FROM NEW YORK 


DUE EAST FROM NORFOLK, 























THE PRINCESS ANNE HOTEL 


modernized hostelry, furnishing superior accommodations for comfort, convenience, 
and entertainment of its patrons. Delightfully located upon the finest beach north of 
Florida. Great pine forests directly back of the hotel, with two picturesque lakes. No 
marshes within miles. Immense sun parlors and enclosed verandas overlooking the 

Cuisine and service up to the highest standard. 


THROUGHOUT SEASON 


ocean, 
EXCELLENT AND FISHING THE 


FINE COURSE OF NINE HOLES KEPT IN 


A 
GOLF HIGHEST PERFECTION FOR USE OF HOTEL GUESTS 


The climate at Virginia Beach is delightful owing to the fact that the Gulf Stream is 
No severe 


THE 


SHOOTING 


nearer the coast at this particular place than at any point north of Florida, 
Out-of-door life enjoyable throughout the winter. Address 


‘eg VIRGINIA BEACH, 


VA. 


weather. 


T. D. GREEN, Proprietor, 
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“Nothing so Rare as Resting on Air.” 


PNEUMATIC SPORTSMAN'S 
CUSHION 


Ten Dollars’ Worth of Comfort For Two Dollars. 

















FOR FOR 
EVERY EVERY 
SPORTSMAN , CANOEIST 


NOT FULLY INFLATED AS SHOWN IN THIS CUT 


A YOKE TO SAVE YOUR SHOULDERS 

A SWIMMING COLLAR FOR THOSE WHO CAN’T SWIM 

A LIFE PRESERVER IN CASE OF ACCIDENT 

A CUSHION WHILE WAITING FOR MOOSE 

A CUSHION OR HEAD REST WHILE WAITING FOR DUCKS 

A PROTECTION FOR YOUR SHOULDER IF THE GUN IS HEAVY 
A CUSHION FOR CAMP, BOAT, OFFICE OR HOME 


Carry itin your pocket. It weighs just one pound 
and rolls up in a very small space 


While you sit and listen for the whirr of the duck’s wings, the calling of 
the moose, the approach of the bear, the rising of the fish—the many sounds 
that promise a good shot or “catch”, you may be obliged to sit on a cold stone, 
a wet log, the damp earth. At such times 


You’d give $10 for our SPORTSMAN’S CUSHION. We ask only $2 


PNEUMATIC MATTRESS AND CUSHION COMPANY 


35 AND 37 Broapway, New York Cry. 


If you mention this publication when ordering, we will pay your subscrip- 
lion to it for six months. 























Drawn by C, R, Archer 


1l.—THE PET OF OTHER DAYS 
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1903 NUMBER ELEVEN 





CLAIRE’S 


BUCK 


BY “ESCOHOS” 


CC IVE o'clock, sir.” 
It was George, the guide, 
who spoke, his head thrust in 
at the tent opening, his sleepy but still 
genial face smiling at me as I lay, only 
half awake as yet, on my fir balsam 
bed. 

“Miss Claire is awake and stirring, 
and will soon be dressed.” 

Ah, yes, “Miss Claire,” to be sure! 
Those were the magic words necessary 
to clear my befogged senses, and com- 
plete my awakening. Back from the 
Land of Nod I came with a start, threw 
aside the heavy blankets which had 
served to keep off the chills of an Oc- 
tober night, and sprang up, shivering, 
but wide awake. For was it not an 
ileal morning for a paddle, and the 
morning on which we had _ planned, 
Claire and I, that she should make or 
mar her reputation as a deer hunter? 

All summer long, under my devoted 
if not too efficient teaching, she had 
worked with her little Stevens, first 
shooting at, and lately actually spoiling 
unnumbered targets, until her fame as 
a really good rifle shot had gone abroad, 
and all our friends knew that Claire 
was “just dying” to shoot a deer. And 
in the week which we had already spent 


Copyright, 





1903, John P. 





in camp at the Lower Metalluk pond 
she and I had been unmercifully chaffed 
by the rest of the gay party as to just 
when “that deer” was to be bagged, or, 
as one put it, “annihilated.” So it hap- 
pened that on this morning we had 
planned to slip away without disturbing 
any but George, who was in the secret, 
and if possible “annihilate” something 
before the rest were astir. 

Afraid that my girl chum might be 
ahead of me, I hustled into my cordu- 
roys, sweater and moccasins, and five 
minutes after George’s summons 
stepped forth into the crisp October air, 
arrayed for the hunt. But hurry as I 
would I was too late, for as I parted 
the curtains of my tent the first object 
that met my gaze was a trim mocca- 
sined figure in white cap and sweater. 
From a smiling face framed in wavy 
golden hair a pair of gray eyes, as 
bright as if they had never known 
sleep, looked roguishly at me, while 
Claire’s voice whispered mockingly, 
“Good morning, Sir Sleepy. I’d be 
ashamed if I were a great big man and 
let a little girl get ahead of me on a 
hunting day.” 

And I, sleepy as I was, managed to 
reply quite respectably that “it was no 
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disgrace to be beaten by one little girl 
I knew,” which remark elicited no more 
appreciative response than a shrug of 
two square little shoulders, and “Silly!” 
in an apparently disgusted whisper. 
Then, roguishlv : 

“This deer won't be ‘annihilated’ by 
such clumsy shot as that. So please try 
the other kind. Perhaps they will be 
more accommodating.” 

So, bantering each other in whispers, 
Claire munching contentedly at a cold 
biscuit, relic of last night’s supper, I 
carrying her cape and the little Stevens, 
we hastened on tip-toe to the canoe 
landing, where George, silent and quick 
of motion as a lynx, had already 
launched my sixteen-footer, and stood 
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awaiting us, paddle in hand. With one 
hand he held the light boat steady while 
Claire took her seat in the bow. Ar- 
ranging the thick cape about her shoul- 
ders, I passed her the rifle, then seated 
myself in the stern. George, handing me 
the maple paddle, his favorite, held the 
canoe an instant before pushing us off. 
“Look sharp up Lincoln Brook as 
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you pass,” he said; “that’s a great place 
for them these mornings. And if you 
don’t see one before, there’s sure to be 
red hair in the big logan below Ald- 
rich.” Then he wished Claire good 
luck, promised himself and us all veni- 
son for dinner, and with a mighty shove 
sent us fully a hundred feet out upon 
Metalluk, where great fog wreaths 
hung, like water nymphs, upon the glas- 
sy surface. 

Looking back, we waved him a silent 
good-bye, then softly I dipped the light 
paddle, and we were away—really off at 
last to enjoy that much-talked-of and 
long-looked-forward-to event, our deer 
hunt. 

I knew the places which George had 
mentioned nearly as well as he, for 
alone and with him I had looked there 
for deer on more than one morning like 
this in former years. No, not quite like 
this, for never before had that small 
figure whose grace the cape covered but 
could not quite conceal, been sitting 
there, and somehow, for some strange 
reason, even the morning seemed differ- 
ent. Straight and still as a statue she 
sat, the rifle across her knees, even the 
cherished biscuit forgotten in the ex- 
citement of the moment. Once only she 
sighed, and the words “at last,” came 
softly back to me, but not a motion ac- 
companied the whisper, and almost I be- 
lieved that one of the myriad _fog- 
nymphs, not she, had spoken. 

Respecting her mood, her tense ex- 
cited joy, I too kept silence, though no 
deer could as yet be within sight or 
hearing, and only drove the canoe ahead 
with slow, noiseless strokes, never lift- 
ing the paddle from the water. 

Before us, on the farther shore, the 
dark spruce tops, indistinctly outlined 
above the mist, seemed ghostly fingers 
pointing skyward, while to our left 
“Watchman’s Rock” lifted its great, 
gray bulk from the water’s edge like 
a miniature Gibraltar. Here it is that in 
days long gone Indian war parties en- 
camped at the pond are supposed to 
have posted their sentinels to watch for 
the approach of hostile canoes, and here, 
too, it was that the old chief Metalluk 
and his squaw, Mollechunkemunk, 
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pitched their solitary wigwam when the 
last painted brave of their historic tribe 
had passed to the “Happy Hunting 
Grounds.” 

Straight across the historic pond we 
glided, and passing through the narrow 
outlet, came out soon upon the Magal- 
loway, that most crooked and sluggish 
of streams. Directly in front, across the 
stream, Windy Point loomed dark in 
the gray mist of morning. With a twist 
of the paddle I sent the bow to the 
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visible save for the low hanging mist 
clouds which were already beginning 
to lift. For an instant I stopped pad- 
dling and looked long and _ steadily 
ahead, down: one bank and back the 
other. Only a startled kingfisher, 
which suddenly swooped from a low 
bough and flew shrieking away, met my 
gaze. On neither shore could I catch 
a glimpse of the red we sought. But 
so indistinctly did the more distant 
banks show through the fog that per- 
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right, and we turned down river, though 
no current was present to tell us the 
direction. As the canoe slipped silent- 
lv around Windy Point, Claire threw a 
quick glance at me over her shoulder, 
a look that spoke volumes of suppressed 
excitement and joy. In another moment 
a long, straight stretch of river would 
appear to our view, and perhaps— 
something else as well. 

Two more strokes and we rounded 
the point. Straight ahead for a quar- 
ter of a mile the river stretched away, 
smooth as a mirror, its hanks clearly 





haps, after all, something might be there 
which my eyes failed to show me. 
I was therefore not a bit surprised 
when, slowly and silently, Claire raised 
the little Stevens, looking through 
its telescope sight for a long minute. 
Then she lowered it, and a disappoint- 
ed shrug of the shoulders said to me as 
plainly as possible, “Nothing there.” 
Again I dipped the paddle, and we 
slipped forward along the left bank, 
close unde: the overhanging bushes. 
No sound came to us cave the steady 
low splash of water, condensed fog 
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particles, dropping from the trees above. 
Silently, swiftly, we glided along, tense 
with expectation, eagerly scanning the 
shores ahead and the high bank oppo- 
site. Now we were coming to the end 
of the overhanging trees and to a place 
where our bank, higher than before, 
was quite level and grown in spots with 
tall, rank grass. 

As the bow passed the bushes’ edge, 
and while I was still beneath them, a 
surprised “Oh!” from Claire interrupt- 
ed the silence. Quicker than a flash 
the rifle was raised toward the open 
bank above and its spiteful crack sent 
the echoes rolling from mountain to 
mountain in the still morning air. Min- 
gled with, and following these sounds 
came a series of thumps upon the bank 
above, very near at first, but growing 
more and more distant as some animal 
bounded away. 

So quickly did it all take place that 
when my end of the boat emerged from 
the tree shadow and | looked eagerly 
upward, nothing was in sight save a 
wreath of white smoke lazily settling 
into the tall grass and about my head. 
A glance at Claire told the story. She 
was looking at me over her shoulder 
with such an expression of chagrin that 
| almost smiled in spite of my own dis- 
appointment. At that moment a loud 
“wheugh,” followed by two’ more in 
quick succession, came to us from 
somewhere far off to our left. 

“Hear him!” said Claire aloud; “the 
wretch! And such a beauty. A buck, 
too, with lovely horns!” Then she told 
excitedly how, as she had passed from 
under the bushes, she had looked up 
into the very face of a great red buck, 
whose startled eyes seemed, almost hu- 
man in their surprise. How she had ex- 
claimed aloud and fired without aiming 
just as the frightened animal whirled 
to run; and then, what she did not need 
to tell me, that she had ‘‘missed him 
clean.” And “it was a perfect shame,” 
and she “always made a fool of her- 
self,” and so forth, until she was near- 
ly out of breath with expressing her self 
condemnation. The cape had fallen 
from her shoulders, tle neglected bis- 
cuit tumbled overboard, unnoticed and 
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unmourned, while face and figure ex- 
pressed a world of sorrow and disap- 
pointment. 

“You poor little girl,” I thought, and 
unconsciously thought aloud, “It wasn’t 
your fault. There was no time to aim.” 
And as an afterthought, “I’ve missed 
them myself,” which was painfully true. 

“Yes, but not so near as that,” in a 
doleful voice. “Nobody but me could 
do that.” And she steadily refused to 
be comforted, though I tried with all 
the words at my command to cheer her 
with promises of better luck next time. 
Suddenly I thought of a way, and said: 

“How Fred and Harry will laugh 
if they heard you shoot and we return 
empty handed.” 

Cruel, was I? Perhaps, but what a 
transformation in the bow! The little 
head was tilted upward, the gray eyes 
flashed, and a girlish voice almost 
shouted : 

“IT will shoot one. See if I don't.” 

Whereupon a straight back was turn 
ed to me, a pair of shoulders shrugged 
their defiance, and two small hands 
gripping the rifle fiercely told of an un- 
alterable resolution to ‘‘do or die.’ The 
breech cracked like a pistol as she 
pushed a new cartridge into place and 
closed the weapon. 

Smiling, I plied the paddle again, and 
for a time drove the canoe hard, taking 
no pains to muffle the stroke. For the 
rifle shot and the tremendous racket 
which the frightened buck had raised, 
must have effectually cleared the river 
for some distance. There was a chill 
of frost in the air, and after a time, see- 
ing that the cape still lay in the canoe 
bottom where it had fallen, I ventured 
to suggest to Her Angry Majesty that 
she replace it about her shoulders. A 
decisive shake of the golden head was 
my only answer, and I began to fear 
that I had sinned. beyond forgiveness. 

Presently, however, a little hand was 
thrust back, sought the cape and final- 
ly drew it upward about the uncovered 
shoulders. And after a little more con- 
sideration a bright face looked back at 
me, a smile chased away the frown, and 
a low voice murmured: “How well you 
know me.” 
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That was all, but by that token I 
knew that forgiveness was mine, be- 
cause I, too, was understood. 

Now we had reached the last turn 
above Lincoln Brook, and I resumed the 
still-hunting stroke, which after long days 
spent in patient emulation of George’s 
wondrous skill I had finally acquired. 
Never could I hope to equal his mar- 
velous performance, but to a degree I 
had mastered it at last, and George’s 
curt “You'll do now,” of the night be- 
fore, had been my final hard-earned di- 
ploma. 

Soon Lincoln Brook Camp came into 
view, standing dismal and untenanted 
on a high bluff at our left. Just beyond 
a narrow opening in the banks showed 
where the brook itself set in, bringing 
to the larger stream the surplus waters 
of Lincoln Pond, four miles to the east- 
ward. Keeping close to the shore, I 
turned the bow into the brook’s mouth 
and held it there while we scanned the 
broad, low marsh beyond. Here, as George 
had said, was a “great place” for deer, 
but on this morning nothing was visi- 
ble save a great blue heron which stood, 
motionless as a stake, watching a shal- 
low pool in hungry solitude. 

Perhaps the sound of our shot had 
reached even here, or perhaps, on this 
morning of all others, the deer had 
chosen another feeding ground. At any 
rate nothing was here, and of our two 
great hopes one had proven vain. 

Disappointed, I backed out from the 
narrow mouth and continued down 
stream. Claire’s forlorn little figure 
expressed her dejection more plainly 
than words, but though it was growing 
late, and the sun would soon pour a 
flood of light upon the river, I had not 
vet ceased to hope. For a half-mile 
farther on lay Aldrich Brook, and just 
below, the “big logan” of which George 
had spoken. Here, just above a great 
rock which rises on the right for fifty 
feet sheer from the water, two great 
lagoons (or “logans,”’as the guides name 
them) open from the river, one on 
either side, running back perhaps twen- 
ty or thirty rods toward the hills. So 
wide are their mouths that by night it 
is difficult to choose the right channel if 
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upward bound, as many a belated voya- 


geur can testify. The one on the left 
going down, longer than the other and 
stretching back almost parallel with the 
river, furnishes a grand hiding place for 
deer, and is famous everywhere on the 
river as the “big logan.” 

There George and I had been on 
many a morning in past seasons, and 
the occasions were rare indeed when 
we had not at least driven out one or 
more deer. So my hopes were centered 
there now, as a last resort. 

Paddling rapidly, that we might 
reach the big logan if possible ahead 
of the sun, we soon reached the last 
turn above Aldrich Brook. As we 
swung into the long reach of river be- 
yond, I looked ahead and saw, away 
down in the bay by the brook’s mouth, 
a glimmer of red disappear in the 
woods. Claire had seen it, too, and 
through the glass sought a_ further 
glimpse, but it was gone, and though 
we sat motionless for some time, we 
saw nothing more. We were too far 
away to have alarmed it, but just too 
late it seemed to catch it at the morning 
drink. 

Disappointment showed in every line 
of Claire’s figure, and truly it did seem 
as though luck had forsaken us this 
morning. We covered the long stretch 
of river without further event, passed 
the brook mouth, where a printed notice 
warned away would-be fishermen, and at 
last saw, just ahead,the great rock which 
marked the twin logans’ entrance. The 
one opening on the right is almost whol- 
ly visible from the river above, and 
as we approached I looked anxiously in- 
side and along its low shores. No gleam 
of red rewarded me. The spot lay quiet 
and deserted. 

“Well, it is now or never,” I thought, 
as I swung the canoe’s nose to the left 
and crept close to the bank on that side. 
Twenty feet ahead the point ended, and 
the river broadened into the “big lo- 
gan’s” wide mouth. So still was it that 
I could hear the water rippling at the 
bow, though we barely moved under the 
slow strokes. A moment more and we 
were abreast of the point, another turn 
of the paddle and silently the canoe 
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turned and crept, so slowly that one 
hardly detected the motion, within the 
logan. Now we were among the lily 
pads which marked the dividing line of 
river and logan, and the bow turning 
aside the great leaves rustled ever so 
slightly, the sound seeming to me a ver- 
itable crash in the stillness. 

Suddenly, watching Claire, I saw a 
quiver run through her body like the 
start of an anxious setter when it scents 
game. Then “A-a-a-h!” My lips in- 
voluntarily framed the word, but made 
no sound. For there, straight in front, 
at the far end of the logan and partly 
hidden by the upturned roots of a fallen 
tree, stood the thing we sought, a splen- 
did buck, looking with questioning eyes 
straight toward the canoe! 

My heart bounded like a trip-hammer 
as I became instantly rigid, simply hold- 
ing the bow steady and watching for the 
least movement, the slightest sign of 
fear, when I must give Claire the word 
to shoot. Looking anxiously at her as 
she sat, leaning forward in tense ex- 
pectancy, I could not detect a tremor in 
hand or body to betray the excitement 
she must have felt. I, who had been 
there many times before, could not say 
the same, for my hand trembled slight- 
ly on the paddle as I held it closely 
against the canoe’s side. Still the buck 
stood, motionless, head raised, eyes, 
nose and ears alert, the first faint rays 
of the rising sun touching with ra- 
diance the great white antlers, and glos- 
sy, dark red sides. 

At last, after what seemed an age to 
me, sitting motionless in suspense, the 
buck, seeing no movement, getting no 
unfamiliar scent, seemingly decided that 
we had been there all the time, for the 
stately head was lowered, and in the si- 
lence we could hear the quick snip, snip, 
snip of lily pads broken from their 
tough stems. Only a single step for- 
ward and to the left, keeping us in view 
while he ate, told of a lingering sus- 
picion that all might not be yet well. 
Nearly his entire body was now visible, 
only the hind quarters being screened 
by the prostrate tree. 

Slowly I brought the paddle forward, 
and with a deep, silent stroke drove the 


canoe forward, taking care that Claire 
in the bow ‘should be directly in line 
with the feeding animal. For sad ex- 
perience had taught that the first sight 
of our broadside would send him bound- 
ing away in a panic. 

Another long stroke, and the canoe 
leaped forward with an impetus that 
must carry us within easy range of the 
game. Already, with slow, almost im- 
perceptible movement, Claire was rais- 
ing the little Stevens until the butt rest- 
ed at her shoulder ;her eye glanced along 
the shining barrel and her finger, resting 
lightly on the trigger, awaited only the 
signal from me. Seeing her, one had 
believed her a veteran hunter, so calm 
she seemed. 

Presently the buck again raised his 
head, his great round eyes grazing fix- 
edly at us. Still the canoe slipped for- 
ward under its own momentum,— 
nearer, nearer, until I could plainly see 
the water dripping from the shiny black 
nose and distinguish the dark spots over 
the lustrous eyes. Motionless as a stat- 
ue he stood for another instant while 
the distance constantly narrowed, until 
a scant ten rods lay between him and 
Claire. Then of a sudden his glance 
wavered, his head turned and his eyes 
uncertainly sought the forest. 

The moment had come! A second’s 
more delay and our great chance would 
be gone. “Now!” I whispered, almost 
inaudibly it seemed. But even so, the 
buck heard, fixed us with startled eyes 
an instant, then turned to flee. Turned, 
yes, but too late, for even as he whirled 
about, bringing his great shoulder in 
plain view, the rifle cracked its sharp 
challenge—the leaden messenger flew. 

Like a ship which has struck an un- 
seen rock the noble animal stopped, 
quivered, hesitated an instant, then 
bounded away into the forest; but the 
great white “flag,” at other times so 
proudly held on high, lay like a signal 
of distress upon the broad flank. 

Quickly I pushed the canoe as far as 
possible into the retarding lily pads, 
then leaped overboard into water knee 
deep, lifted Claire, trembling with ex- 
citement now that the strain was over, 
from her seat and carried her to land. 








“Wasn't he great!’ she exclaimed in 
a shaking voice. “And I missed him, 
didn’t I?” 

“TI think not,” I answered, “but we 
will know in a minute.” 

Returning to the canoe I pulled it 
high and dry on the shore, then stooped 
and began to search for signs upon the 
pads and rank grass beyond. The tracks 
of the buck as he left the logan were 
plainly visible in the soft moss at the 
water’s edge. Following them, I came 
to the first low bush at the edge of the 
woods. Here, if at all, should be blood 
signs. And—yes, there they were, two 
broad red splashes on the green. 

Claire, following closely, discovered 
the signs at the same moment, and shiv- 
ered slightly at sight of the bloody to- 
kens. But her face lit with elation as 
she said, 

“T did hit him, after all! Come!” 

She struck off along the trail with a 
speed that wellnigh left me behind. On 
bush, fern and tree-trunk the signs lay 
in ruddy profusion, so that it was no 
longer necessary to follow the tracks. 

Hastening on, we came to where the 
trail entered a tangled mass of matted 
grass and interlacing bushes. Through 
this I forced with difficulty a passage 
for Claire. But our quest was nearly 
at an end. For, a moment later, we came 
out upon a little tree-girt pool, lying 
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peaceful and silent in the midst of the 
woods. And there, close to the marshy 
edge, his antlered head pillowed on a 
mossy log, the King of the Forest lay, 
magnificent even in death. Just back of 
the shoulder a blood spot showed where 
the 32-40 had done its work, and told 
how true had been the aim. 

Silently we stood a moment, surveying 
the fallen monarch. The sun, which 
had helped to glorify him in life, re- 
mained faithful in death, and shimmer- 
ing through the tree-tops, kissed with 
warm rays the prostrate form. 

A sound very much like a sob star- 
tled me, and turning quickly I surprised 
a look of sorrowing pity on my girl 
chum’s face. The gray eyes raised to 
mine were clouded with a mist of tears, 
and a broken voice said, 

“T wish I hadn’t shot him.” 

Ah, Claire, bright, impulsive, sport- 
loving Claire, beneath the white sweat- 
er a woman’s tender heart beats true, 
and for this more than all else I honor 
you. 

High on Claire’s library wall the 
buck’s head, done in the highest type 
of the taxidermist’s skill, now rests in 
state, the tranquil eyes looking down 
upon her as she reads or writes. Be- 
neath it, like crossed swords, hang the 
little Stevens and the maple paddle, 
George’s parting gift. 
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JACK AND THE TWO LITTLE GRAY 
BROTHERS 


BY H. W. 


ACK cuddled down snugly and as 

close to the bank as it could get 

conveniently. The wind that came 
singing across the prairies that rolled 
and folded and waved away toward the 
Little Missouri and the Short Pine Hills 
to the northwest, was cold and disagree- 
able; it had the tang of the snow-bank 
and the icicle still in its breath. Occa- 
sionally, one of its rough edges would 
ripple down over the bank, catch Jack’s 
fur the wrong way, turn it up and 
send little chills chasing over him; but 
mostly, it never touched him,—went 
right over his head, singing and scold- 
ing on to the southeast, across the 
draw that sheltered him, waking little 
squeaking complaints from the dead 
bunch grass and dry sage brush on 
the rise beyond, over the crest and on 
across the Big Bad Lands to tell the 
people of Iowa and Missouri that Old 
Winter was still in the fight, although 
his teeth were getting somewhat dulled. 
All night through, Jack had been buf- 
feted and kicked and slapped about by 
this wind in a way known only to a 
plains wind, which has learned to per- 
fection the trick of catching the fur the 
wrong way. 

It was certainly unwise for him to 
go to sleep. His mother had told him 
this many a time, even if experience 
had not. Eternal vigilance is the price 
of such liberty as he possessed. If one 
must have all outdoors, bounded by the 
sky and the horizon, for his playhouse, 
he must pay the penalty—which is to 
be able to take care of himself, and 
Jack’s sole defense lay in his long, 
strong legs. These were not to be de- 
spised by any means; but legs must be 
reinforced by open eyes and open ears 
and a wide awake nose and a lively 
working condition of the ten or a dozen 
extra senses that go with the open-air 
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life. The temptation was very great, 
though. 

For three long months the sun had 
either failed to show or, peeping tim- 
idly above the eastern horizon, had 
scurried blindly across the south, ap- 
parently making only a half-hearted ef- 
fort to keep itself from being put out 
by the whirling snow and icy, drifting 
sand, seeming anxious only to get into 
some place where it would be safe from 
the rough joking of these somewhat 
ruffanly companions; Jack himself 
seemed less afraid of them. Morning 
after morning it had been the same; day 
after day there had been no change; 
evening after evening darkness had set- 
tled down on a world of cold and white- 
ness and whirling desolation. To be 
sure there had followed a time that was 
not quite so bad, when the sun had 
somewhat lost its apologetic air; but 
not so that one could get used to it ; and 
so, when the great yellow ball had come 
boldly up on this particular morning, 
without the usual preliminary peep, the 
long slanting rays getting tangled in the 
meshes of the sorrel-red sand grass on 
the hills, tingeing with gold the silver 
gray of the buffalo grass in the valleys 
and on the broad tables, glinting over 
the water holes here and there, with 
their ice-fringed edges, and sending a 
perceptible glow of warmth ahead as it 
climbed upward, who can blame Jack if, 
for a little while, he forgot? 

In the days when there was more wa- 
ter, this snug nook had been hollowed 
out. Wind and water and sand can do 
wonders when they work together, but 
they never made a snugger. A little 
bend in the draw caused by some va- 
grant impulse of the drifting water,— 
a sort of elbow, a dimple in the bank 
where the sand had been softer than 
that surrounding it, some slight projec- 
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tion above to catch the traveling sand 
and form a little dyke or drift, and the 
work was done. And then came the 
curly, creeping buffalo grass to carpet 
and paper and paint and finish. The 
wind went over; the sun struck fairly; 
the rich, warm comfortable feeling stole 
over him ever deeper and deeper till,— 
go to the south side of the barn or a 
wall or even a hedge that shuts off the 
cold north wind, where the leaves and 
grass are dry, in the first warm days of 
spring and bask in the new sensation 
and appreciate it all. And so Jack sat 
himself down, drew his feet in care- 
fully, laid his long ears back so the 
black and white would not show, a trick 
taught him by his mother, and blinked 
and dozed and dreamed of a place 
where there are no sharp-toothed Gray 
Brothers, big or little, and a poor Jack 
Rabbit might shut both eyes to sleep. 
And then, who knows? Weare dis- 
posed to make Mother Nature out quite 
a serious-minded old lady, but I suspect 
that at times, and in her own large and 
benevolent way, she is a great joker. 
Maybe she had whispered into Jack’s 
long ears that a yellow-gray rabbit with 
his ears down and sitting on his tail 
against a yellow-gray bank of furry 
grass is invisible, and had, in the rush 
of business, forgotten to tell him that she 
has also made winged eyes that can spy 
out invisible things, and noses that can 
tell plain Jack Rabbit at incredible dis- 
tances, when the wind is right. She has 
fooled heads reputed to be wiser than 
his. I once heard a learned lecturer 
gravely suggest that Jack is black-and- 
white in the rear and has black-and- 
white ears as recognition marks. When 
he concludes that his protective colora- 
tion is not an entire success, raises his 
ears, jumps and runs, all other animals 
need only take a look and say, “Oh, 
that’s a Jack Rabbit,” at once recogniz- 
ing the uselessness of pursuit, and sav- 
ing him much unnecessary trouble and 
exertion. The delicious humor of this 
can be best appreciated by one who has 
seen a Jack Rabbit run. If I have any 
friends among the wise people of the 
plains who can’t tell the gait without 
black-and-white ears, or any ears at all, 
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I hereby disown them. To what absurd 
lengths we will chase a sensible theory! 
Darwin soberly suggests that the dog’s 
tail may have been preserved because 
it is of use to him in making short 
turns and in the same sentence admits 
that the rabbit, with no tail at all, can 
give the dog much valuable and prac- 
tical instruction in the art of making 
acute angles at short notice. Why not 
put a white plume between the ears of 
a giraffe or a yellow stripe down the 
back of the kangaroo? 

Nevertheless, I think Jack takes some 
stock in the scheme of protective colora- 
Last summer while riding horse- 
back over the bare prairies near Hot 
Springs, S. D., I gave a young one a 
slow chase just to see what he would 
do. He first ran a little way at a speed 
that took him far ahead; then he 
crouched down, laid his ears back as 
precisely as a drygoods clerk could fold 
a roll of cloth, and drew himself in and 
down as if trying to pull the earth up 
over his head, like a timid child put to 
bed in the dark, and sat there till I was 
almost upon him. He repeated this a 
half dozen times in a comparatively 
short distance. 

And so did our Jack. Perhaps he 
thought Mother Nature knew more 
than his own mother and trusted to the 
boasted device, forgetting the oft-re- 
peated caution about sleeping with one 
eye open. The wind rattled a weed near 
by and the long ears went up in an in- 
stant and the strong muscles tightened ; 
but it was nothing. The delicate nose 
quivered in every direction and the big 
eyes took in everything. There was 
not an ugly smell or a threatening 
sound anywhere; the sky had not a sin- 
gle floating shadow; the sun waxed 
warmer and warmer. It was delicious 
to feel so warm and comfortable and 
know that out in the wind it was still 
cold and blustery and disagreeable. 
It may have been a half hour, it may 
have been longer, but certain it is that 
after awhile he was in that condition in 
which, had he belonged to the tribe of 
House People, he might have snored. 
o * * * o * * * 


It cannot be said that the Little Gray 
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“HIS LIPS WERE DRAWN BACK IN A HUNGRY, EAGER SNARL” 
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Brothers had a reputation for good hu- 
mor, even among their relatives, al- 
though when they were not hungry they 
sometimes played like puppies and their 
voices when they sang the Moon Cho- 
rus were far from unpleasant. But this 
morning, they looked especially glum 
and sour. Luck seemed against them. 
All night long they had hunted togeth- 
er without so much as a cottontail to 
stop the hollow pain, and they were both 
feeling so snarly that when Bushy Tail 
rubbed up too closely against Gamefoot, 
he was met by a growl and a showing 
of sharp white teeth which caused him 
to make the equivalent for an apology, 
and get out of the way in short order. 
3y reason of some sport on the part of, 
a stage passenger which gave Gamefoot 
his name and caused him to stick pretty 
closely to his rocky den for a long time, 
Bushy Tail could run faster than his 
bigger, stronger brother, but he well 
knew that he was no match for him in a 
rough and tumble fight. So he trotted 
to one side and pretending he did not 
notice the ugly growl, became very 
much interested in a new scent where 
there was none,—and Gamefoot knew 
it. 

Earlier in the winter it had been dif- 
ferent. The wind that brings the snows 
had been kind to them. It had howled 
and shrieked over the tables and down 
the draws and made the short pines in 
the hills sing the death song of many a 
first year Texan, accustomed to nothing 
worse than the occasional Norther that 
sweeps over his native plains. The soft 
cold feathers of the winter bird had cov- 
ered all the grass and the earth mother 
had neglected to give them the sense to 
paw it away, as she did.the horse, so 
in twos and threes and sixes and doz- 
ens, they had drifted into the draws and 
sheltered places and, with plenty of feed 
within six inches, lain down at night, a 
night to which there was no morning. 

And the hearts of the Little Gray 
Brothers were glad; for the flesh of a 
first year Texan feels good to the teeth 
and stomach even when it is frozen. 
They had only to go forth to feast and 
return home to sleep and let the winds 
howl and the snow fly and more first 
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year Texans die. But that was a good 
while ago. The cold rains had come 
and the grass had come back and it had 
been many a long day since the last 
bone of the last Texan had been picked 
so clean that nothing short of a hyena 
could have found anything to stay his 
hunger. They had gone the rounds, but 
far and near there was nothing to be 
found but dry patchy hides stretched 
over clean bones and clean picked heads 
with long, wide horns that showed the 
Texan blood. They had gnawed at some 
of these but found nothing to bring 
back the warm, full feeling they liked 
so well. It was not yet the season of 
calves, and sheep there were none. If 
they had been anyone but the Little 
Gray Brothers, they would have been 
discouraged. 

Just as the sun came above the east- 
ern rim of things, they came to the dog 
town. They had hunted together too 
much to need any consultation. With- 
out a word or a sign, Bushy Tail 
dropped back and Gamefoot trotted on 
through the town. At his approach, 
“Yap, yap, yap!!!" and the whisking 
tails and quivering bodies and throats 
would disappear into convenient holes. 
It was too early in the morning and too 
early in the year; not many were out 
and these barely at the door. He could 
not get within two rods of any of them 
and when one peeped out again it was 
only anosethat cameabove ground. They 
were as cautious as the big two-legged 
brother in the old days when his town 
was being shot up. There would be 
one glance after Gamefoot and then a 
quick look to the rear would show 
Bushy Tail coming. Not even the 
youngest or least cautious would come 
out far enough to give him a chance. 
The ruse would not work; the fate of 
Grandpa Broadback and Little Redlegs 
was too recent‘a memory. Bushy Tail 
tried standing close to the door, but not 
even a nose would show and he became 
desperate toward the last and made wild 
rushes which he knew from experience 
could not be successful. When he re- 
joined Gamefoot there was no scolding 
or quarreling, each seeming to regard 
it as simply a part of the general bad 























luck. All little fat brothers of the hole 
in the ground are not alike, nor are the 
same ones alike at different times. The 
| last time they came through this very 
7 _ town they had had a meal of two that 
: Bushy Tail snapped up as they were 
, barking derision at the disappearing 
: tail of Gamefoot. Things looked black 
indeed. 

And then Gamefoot’s nose told him 
something. ‘Hello!’ it said, “that’s 
Jack Rabbit.” “Why, so it is,” said 
Bushy Tail’s, “but where?” And then 
they looked at each other and Gamefoot 
started back through the town as if de- 
termined to make another trial while 
Bushy Tail began smelling around as if 
he had found something interesting; 
but when he got to a bunch of grass tall- 
er than the rest he dropped down be- 
hind it and lay ready for anything that 
might happen, a cruel, eager light in his 
eyes, every muscle saying, “Ready.” He 
understood Gamefoot and Gamefoot 
understood him. So much for not hav- 
ing been educated in the school of Tal- 
leyrand. There was no “Come ’ere, 
come ‘ere, quick, don’t you see? Now 
you stay here and I'll go there and”— 
scaring everything out of the neighbor- 
hood. Gamefoot looked at Bushy Tail 
and Bushy Tail returned the look, and 
each knew what to do. 

On went the big brother at a slow 
trot, stopping to smell a little here and 
look a little there, but gradually edging 
nearer the draw. At length he disap- 
peared around a bend and then there 
was a transformation. The careless trot 
changed to a swift noiseless glide that 
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carried him in a few strides it seemed 
right back of the little dimple in the 
bank of the draw and his lips were 
drawn back in a hungry eager snarl, 
and Bushy Tail drew his feet in careful- 
ly feeling for a solid foothold. Look 
out, Jack! 

And that was just what Jack did. 
Something, a sound, a scent, a tremor 
of the earth, who knows what? said 
“Danger.” Up went his ears; he made 
one little jump just as a gray bolt shot 
over the bank into the warm nest he had 
barely left. It might have been a glo- 
rious race, for Gamefoot recovered him- 
self quickly and he could run in spite 
of the load of shot that had lamed a 
hind foot, and fear lent speed to Jack’s 
legs. But fate was against him. His 
course took him within a rod of the 
bunch of grass. A slenderer, swifter, 
gray streak shot out from behind it, 
and it was all over. 

And just then the Camp Crook stage 
came rattling and lumbering over the 
hill following the trail of the great In- 
dian fighter, and its occupants, one 
driver and one chilled passenger, were 
astonished to see something resembling 
a dog tear away up the draw as if all 
the tenants of the herd of swine were at 
his heels. ‘‘Been shot sometime,” said 
the driver laconically. 

But his smaller companion, with the 
still limp form of a Jack Rabbit bal- 
anced in his jaws, walked to one side 
of the road to a distance of not more 
than five rods, dropped his burden and 
stood over it with an ugly snarl that 
said, ‘Come and get it if you dare.” 




















E were ejected from the train at a 
W heinous hour in the morning. The 
wind whistled right off the Baffin’s 
Bay ice-box and cut didoes and curlycues 
about our statuesque forms as we hastily 
gathered our paraphernalia from the odd 
nooks and crannies where it had landed. 
Ford hunched up his shoulders and surveyed 
the depot—it was about as seductive as a 
monastery, and my companion gave utter- 
ance to a grunt as eloquent as any that ever 
graced the repertoire of savage tongue. 

“The plot curdles,” he added as we nerved 
ourselves for a further reconnoitre of the 
situation. 

’Twas plain to be seen that the old gentle- 
man Morpheus had a double barlock on the 
town of D and intended to keep it. One 
lone struggling light greeted our anxious 
eyes and we made in its direction. We were 
yet a considerable distance when the aro- 
matic flavor that pervaded the air warranted 
our presuming that we were on the trail 
of a livery stable. Ford collided with the 
door like a beef train making up time on a 
down grade. 

“Who’s there?” came a pathetically tired 
voice from within. 

“We're dying,” said Ford. “Hurry up.” 

A dull thud proclaimed the fact that the 
sleeper had struck terra firma—a second and 
duller thud announced that he had struck 
the door casing on his outward voyage. We 
could detect this fact by reason of the strong- 
ly-scented electro-plated verbiage that seeped 
through the cracks of the door in front of 
us. There succeeded a soul-cheering scratch- 
ing at the lock, a metallic click and then, 
with a thrilling squeak, the heavy door slid 
back revealing to view a tall spider-like in- 
dividual encased in bright crimson raiment 
that fitted like a number six boot on a num- 
ber eight bunion. 

“What yuh want?” inquired our host, as 
he closed the door and we followed his dev- 
ilish figure into the combined office, coal- 
bin and bedroom. 

“Thaw and sleep,” said Ford, in a fit of 
economy. 

For a moment the man rubbed various por- 
tions of his attenuated architecture with awe- 
inspiring earnestness. Then he squinted at 
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us through his sleep-laden eyelids and re- 
marked : 


Hotel’s up two blocks.” 

“Too far, never could make it,” said Ford. 

This stunned our man. However, he 
rolled up a foot or two at the lower extrem- 
ity of one branch of the tight-fitting and went 
to work with renewed zeal. This gave him 
time to think. 

“Ye could sleep in the haymow if ye don't 
smoke,” he said, at length. 

“What’s smoking?” asked Ford. A cher- 
ubic smile wrinkled slowly across our host's 
features like a wounded snake. He rose and 
ran his long arm along the wall, gathering 
a miscellaneous line of blankets and _lap- 
robes. 

“Come on,” he said. 

Gingerly he led the way through the bug- 
gy-room, mounted a _ perpendicular ladder 
with rungs every five feet in places and 
tramped away to the depths of the mow. 
Ten minutes later outraged Nature was as- 
serting her sway and silence hovered over 
the scene. 

I awoke dreaming that I was the nucleus 
of a hay cyclone in Kansas. Ford must have 
been having a horseless nightmare judging 
from the snorts and wheezes that welled up 
from his vicinity. Presently, however, it ap- 
peared that a brace of “hands” had playfully 
thrown down a spare ton or so of hay upon 
us and were now patiently waiting our ap- 
pearance to greet us with roars of Bacchan- 
alian laughter. After tunneling the wrong 
way several feet we reversed and dug out. 
Sure enough—two huge grins confronted us. 
The grins weakened about sixty per cent., 
however, when they observed the size and 
generally sad appearance of Ford’s bas-re- 
lief. But Ford is as good-natured as he is 
big, and the “hands” escaped to relate the 
tale in years to come. 

A few minutes later we were on the front 
porch of the hotel. The first rosy flush of 
day was abroad in the land but nothing else. 
Ford put a pressure on the gong that should 
have drawn a prize and, indeed, results were 
speedy. 

“What in the name of Consolidated Gas- 
pipe do you want down there?” was the 
opening shot. It came around the edge of 
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the porch between the shingles and the 
eaves-trough. Ford glanced quickly at me 
—he recognized a foeman worthy his best 
licks. 

“We want to get in,” he shouted. 

“Well, what ye tryin’ to break down the 
porch for—d’ye think this is Gov’ment prop- 
erty?” 

“Look here, my man,” began Ford, insin- 
uatingly, “would you like to have No. 27 
go whistling and tooting through this town 
every day like a sheep-chute?” Our time- 
card showed that No. 27 stopped here for 
dinners and I imagined Ford was hitting our 
man pretty low. 

“Why—er—are you—” 

“Fifteen seconds and I break down the 
door,” said Ford, firmly. 

Our affable host evidently fell all the way 
down stairs, for he lit on the floor with a 
clap as of some heavenly body after a trip 
through space. The door opened—we 
pitched in our luggage and entered. The 
landlord poked up the dying fire and aroused 
a cheering blaze. Then he dragged out the 
unoffending register and indicated that it 
was our turn to inscribe before allowing him 
to freeze or tread on a tack. 

Ford wrote his name in a large fat hand 
that was as cloudy as a sand-storm, follow- 
ing it up with the words, “Chief Auditor.” 
Not to be outclassed I backed my own in- 
scription up with the letters ““G. P. & T. A.” 
Our genial host’s eyes were worth going 
miles to see as he realized the magnitude of 
the crowd he had harvested. The hotel was 
ours. We gave it back, however, when we 
came away, with no pangs of remorse. 

After a delinquent breakfast Ford sauntered 
up to the proprietor. 

“We’re after a local Nimrod, who is capa- 
ble of acting as guide, conveyance and body- 
guard on a goosehunt.” 

“Any particular brand?” 

“Oh, anything safe, reliable, faithful to 
a fault, prompt, strong as a horse, and able 
to go a long time between drinks,” said 
Ford. 

“T’ve got your man,” replied our host. 

“Bring him on,” said Ford. 

A little later the proprietor appeared with 
a straw-colored individual with a red scarf 
knotted about his waist. 

“This is it, gentlemen,” he announced, as 
he waved his hand at the acquisition. 

“You guarantee—” began Ford. 

“Everything,” said the host. “He’s a dead- 
shot and halfshot.” 

We inspected our property. Swede was 
evident in the form, in the big Eskilstuna with 
which he hacked off a hunk of chewing the 
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size of a walnut, and in the drowsy swing 
of the trousers. 

“Larson,” said I {the name I’d caught), 
“what are your charges per day for piloting 
a couple of fellows around a week or so?” 
That was broaching the thing about right, 
I thought. 

“Vat ay tek, iss it? Ho, may gudeness, 
ay not know das, ye bat! Ay scoll tek 
yoost so much vat yo can geef may.” 

“Good idea,” remarked Ford. 

“Well, how’d two dollars strike you?” I 
asked. 

“Ay mek tree vorkin on carpentar vork,” 
said our man. 

“Three it is, then,” said Ford. 

“Tree en a hef—mek him tree en a hef en 
ay tek yo sure,” said Larson. 

“All right.” 

“Tank yo, tank yo, bay Ying. Ven ve 
gone?” 

The morning of man’s hope is sunshine, 
at noon clouds arise and at eve he is in the 
midst of a cyclone. That means that our 
stay at D—— was cut short—abbreviated. 
We broke our contract with Larson, tore 
up stakes, yanked our luggage and piled 
aboard the first train east. "Twas not our 
fault. We are calm, sober human beings un- 
der all ordinary temperatures, but Larson— 
’twas this way: 

We gave Larson minute instructions which 
resulted in the understanding that Ford and 
I were to do about everything that was neces- 
sary and leave the rest to him. He proved 
perfectly familiar with the part assigned. 
Ford said he’d bet Larson could rest easily 
a-straddle a live wire, but Ford was preju- 
diced. 

Larson’s plug was hammered and thumped 
along till he began to assume quite respect- 
able plumpness behind, each sweep of Ford’s 
whip bringing a snort from the beast and a 
rumble of protest from its owner. But we 
had to get there, for our guide had informed 
us it was six miles to the lake. 

By the time we reached the place Ford and 
the steed were badly winded, and both my 
legs were wrapped in slumber—Ford bears 
down like a mortgage. Larson hopped out 
behind, I squeezed out at the left and Ford 
tossed down the lines. Wonder of won- 
ders! the fiery animal shied! Ford sprang 
out to grab the lines and landed full on 
Larson, who had the same end in view. 

“Whizz!” In a flash our patient, but now 
furious, steed was combing the raised por- 
tions in the hazy distance. Ford said some- 
thing that would have plugged a river—if 
in good repair. The next moment he and 
Larson were going down the smoking wake 
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of the admirable steed at a pace that beggars 
description. Ford had a ninety dollar gun 
somewhere in the mix-up and he appeared 
to be doing considerably better than a rod 
at every jump. For myself I contented the 
party of the first part with a vigorous arm- 
slapping movement to set up a semblance of 
circulation in my veins. 

Ten minutes passed and they came back 
—the horse fifteen rods to the good but per- 
forming badly. I threw a gate in front of 
the beast and brought it to a period. Larson 
came up expectorating a brand of lacerated 
Swede that left a pale burnt sienna taste 
in the air. Ford had fits and starts. How- 
ever, the gun was safe and after the horse 


had been securely strapped and barred to the® 


stable we cut out for the goose grounds. 

The air by this time had teeth in it, but 
my comrades, with blood fired by their late 
pilgrimage, were champing the bit to be off 
and at ’em. 

We found cover in some tall grass close 
to an inviting arm of the lake. Ice had 
formed along shore for some thirty feet out 
and the zeroic air was rapidly widening the 
strip. The wind came up and no three 
hunters ever clung closer to cover for mere 
cover’s sake than the three concerned herein. 

I was aroused from what I believe to have 
been the sleep that precedes death by frost 
by a thunderous report. A large body 
flashed over me and landed in the lake just 
at the thin edge of the ice anda tremendous 
floundering ensued. Before I reached my 
feet Larson went by me at a clip that well- 
nigh drew me under. Reaching the ice, he 
tested it hastily, looked around and grabbed 
a short stick—then boldly slid out toward the 
now extinct goose. I saw him going but 
could only stare. I was wondering whether 
it would be two feet or twenty, when Lar- 
son settled the doubt by going through. It 
proved only hip-pocket deep, Ford gave me 
an appealing glance, but humanity prevailed 
—we drew him out. Our luckless guide’s 
teeth were clicking like a telegraph office, 
but the remarks he squeezed out were as 
tropic as Guam. I had on a pair of large 
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flowing overalls—my piece de resistance, as 
my second layer of trousers were not in the 
best of health as far as turning the point of 
that cruel wind was concerned. But I sac- 
rificed them to save life. 

When we abstracted the guide from his 
trousers (he had never been convicted for 
wearing underclothes), the gooseflesh on 
his underpinning resembled the pebble-tread 
on a bike tire. We inserted him into his new 
regalia and agitated his arms and legs till 
we knew by the regularity and calibre of his 
diction that reason was again on its throne, 
Something arose in the grass near at hand 
and dashed away on the wings of the wind 
—'twas Larson’s pants—they could stand 
alone. 

The guide and myself were on the eve of 
inaugurating a movement for home and 
friends. We considered ourselves somewhat 
too indecently exposed to the ravages of the 
weather. Ford presently took pity on us and, 
after a last look at the remains which had 
reached the open sea by this time, we started. 

The ride back to D will be known in 
our history as the glacial epoch. The last 
two miles Larson shook so that he emitted a 
distinct huff. Ford also swears that my 
legs appeared blurred. This is doubtless un- 
true, but I am not prepared to disprove it. 
I was devoid of sensation from the fourth 
vest button down. I had just informed Ford 
where to find my real will, which I had 
buried beneath a stump in the hog-lot on the 
south forty, and was vainly trying to fold 
my benumbed fingers, when some one yelled 
“whoa!” 

A man in glittering raiment breathing 
forth the perfumes of Araby and of Ind 
seized me and led the way up a stairway 
carved in solid crystal—lit by millions of daz- 
zling gems that studded the walls of beaten 
gold and polished ivory—to a hot stove! A 
gentle thaw set in—a thaw long to be re- 
membered. When it was over and I could 
wiggle my fingers, Larson was handed his 
ten talents of silver. Ford added a mite to 
atone for the wandering trousers, and the 
Larson incident’ was closed. 
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PART IV.—PHOTOS BY ROBERT SHRIVER 


One lovely view after another is unfolded 
as we pass bend after bend. Suddenly the 
bush moves upon the bank, and there is a 
sound of swishing branches. There among 
the willows are the tracks of a family of 
deer; the mud curling in them as the water 
seeps into the impressions in the wet sand. 
Be absolutely still now and watch carefully, 
for the swishing of the brush has ceased. See 
—up there—among the trees. Our gentle 
friends are watching us curiously from a little 
glade. The doe lifts her hind foot and kicks 
ata fly. We steal away without a word or 
a disturbing splash. What is yon sinuous 
monster among the rocks on the shore? 
\ crosstie raft, a hundred feet long, sent 
down from far above at high water and 
stranded here waiting for another rise; for 
al! the world like some huge unwieldy 
plesiosaur stranded helpless on the primeval 
shore waiting for the rescuing tide. It may 
never be dislodged; the ties may rot where 
they lie, and all this destruction be in vain; 
even now weeds grow among the ties. An- 
other dashing rapid passed, and we come up- 
on a pool fringed with willows. A _ beauti- 
ful flock of wood ducks, forty birds if there 
is one, rises affrighted with much flapping 
and splashing, uttering little terrified cries. 
Up they go with swift beating wings at a steep 
angle, then wheel and scurry back over our 
heads on up the gorge. They are lovely 
little birds, the handsomest duck in the world. 
Fewer and fewer every year they become; ev- 
eryone seems to be their enemy simply be- 
cause of their beauty. Must every beautiful 
thing be killed? I fear the handwriting of 
Fate is on the wall for them in the near fu- 


ture. This is a favorite breeding place of the 
wood ducks, but many other species frequent 
the river in autumn and spring, and some- 
times tarry out of season. In a previous run 
a poor little belated butter-ball proved that a 
wild duck can be seized with panic such as 
leads a man whose house is burning to throw 
the mirror out of the window and lower the 
stove poker by a cord. There were nine 
canoes, and as we glided noiselessly around a 
sharp bend we came close upon the butter- 
ball swimming. Like a flash he dived; a duck 
needs some room to rise from the water and 
some preliminary splashing, and this one must 
have thought he didn’t have time to go 
through the motions. The nine canoes in- 
stantly spread out along his probable path. 
As he came up for breath, one was close by 
him. Down he went again like a plummet. 
This was kept up for over an hour, till utterly 
exhausted, the little duck took to the shore. 
The Head Devil drove his canoe on the beach, 
and by a flying leap was upon him, alive and 
uninjured. We tied his feet to a bush, and 
meekly he posed for the picture shown in the 
January Fretp AND STREAM. Then the man- 
acles were struck from the little prisoner and 
he was sent on his way rejoicing. You may 
wager he lost no time. 

Now the steady sound of blows strikes the 
ear—an axe, and no mistake. To our sor- 
row we find that the accursed pulp wood 
cutter has invaded this virgin forest to feed 
the maw of that infernal pest at Piedmont. 
We see them at their horrid work. Poor 
devils! They are too crass-witted to know 
the deadly harm they are doing; their em- 
ployers do not care so long as they can turn 




















into dollars the ruin of land and water. How 
these fellows live is a mystery. ‘There is 
their shack. The interior is indescribable 
in its squalor. ‘The bed is a platform of 
rough boards covered with a few wisps of 
filthy straw. ‘Their only food is greasy 
bacon and a bread (?) made of flour, water 
and salt, innocent of leaven, flat as a flag- 
stone and about as hard. A lonely mule 
guards the castle, waving his ears reflective- 
ly. Beware of a bull before and of a mule 
behind—he and his kind are shod with 
greased lightning, and this one shows the 
whites of his eyes. High Knob plunges his 
foot in the river here, braced by a superb 
flying buttress of bare rock, known as Shelv- 
ing Rock, and terminating in a sharp pin- 
nacle. A few miles below we went into 
camp in the presence of scenery far too 
splendid to pass by. Straight upward from 
the river’s brink rose in imposing grandeur, 
smooth and vertical, a cliff of 

Full three hundred feet in the 
clear it rose, and half a mile it extended 
down the river. From the sharply marked 
horizontal line of the cornice of this mighty 
wall the mountain sloped up, timbered to its 
crest, a height of possibly two thousand feet. 
Midway of this wonderful wall was builded 
a mighty pedestal, large and solid, one tre- 
mendous cube, and on its top rested in un- 
stable equilibrium the most remarkable speci- 
men of the balanced rock to be found in all 
America. It stood out in clear white relief 
against the dark oaks above and for ages has 


absolutely 
white rock. 





LOOKING TOWARDS THE “TROUGH” IN THE DISTANCE 


kept its solitary sleepless vigil. To be moved 
by a crowbar, it has withstood the storms of 
centuries. Opposite its base was pitched the 
Camp of Rocking Rock on 
sand hidden behind some poplar brush. We 
sat and rested there, awed by the lonely 
grandeur of our sentinel, dominating the 
cafion and impressing the sense. One does 
not expect such things in the Appalachians: 
on the Colorado they are a matter of course. 
The shadows crept over us and the pink twi- 
light came silently down. No ripple made 
music for us to-night, for a deep pool kept 
silence before the feet of the monarch, It 
was such an evening as the bass love, for 
white ephemeridae skimmed the peaceful mir- 
ror of the pool, and the splash of leaping fish 
served only. to make the stillness more im- 
pressive. Then the damp night came on 
and the stars flashed in the black vault above, 
and cicadas rasped—jar-flies they call them 
here in the apt nomenclature of the wood 
dwellers—and the pale green katydids made 
drowsy melody as they chirped of the deeds 
of their lifelong heroine. That splendid wall 
formed a magnificent picture in the glint of 
the morning sun, but no camera could be 
successfully operated from the river level. 
“What are the chances of a rattlesnake up 
there?” “Excellent,” said the Commodore. 
But the Recruit toiled up the almost vertical 
slope, scanning every foot of moss and rock, 
and poking with stout staff every log and 
brush tangle, lest the dreaded rattler, alert 
for evil, should lie in his coil of death within 
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striking distance. At last came the reward 
of finding a gap in the foliage through which 
the lens could catch the splendid sight. That 
day would be our last in the Trough, and we 
were loth to leave all this magnificence; but 
the start was made and the little flotilla swept 
along under steady beat of the paddle, for 
that day we had a fixed objective—provisions 
were running low. A weeping willow be- 
yond us told of the presence of man, and 
we soon passed a lone fisherman on the 
shore, guardian of a little hunting lodge built 
out here in the wilderness by a gentleman 
from Wheeling. Poor lonely old caretaker: 
what a solitary life he must lead. A pretty 
place the lodge was, and neatly kept, but not 
a soul to give it life. A somewhat surly dog, 
and a beautiful cat that came and bounded 
into the canoe to purr a welcome as we lay 
beside the spring watching the Chef trying 
to get a drink, were the only signs of life. 
Now the Chef had a thirst and also an idea. 
The spring trickled down a little ravine, 
gathered in a bit of basin and dropped in 
a tiny stream over a ledge of clay blackened 
with leaf mould and dead twigs, losing itself 
in the mud at the river’s edge. The Chef 
was comfortable in his canoe chair and averse 
to disturbing himself. Carefully he balanced 
a tin cup on his paddle and reached to catch 
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the precious drops. “Watch this,” said he. 
The cup would not go under the stream. 
With the paddle he dug and delved at long 
range. Another reach; the cup filled and 
fell. The Chef looked things. Reach again; 
a twig knocked the cup off before it filled. 
The Chef said things. The cup is recovered, 
rinsed and extended again to full length of 
paddle. With infinite care the water is 
brought to hand. It is muddy. “I roiled that, 
digging. It'll soon run off, and I’ve got the 
combination working now,” chuckled the 
Chef complacently. Another cupful shows 
bits of leaf and twig. The next is better, but 
still needs a filter. “Takes that a long time to 
clear,” growled the Chef. He gulped the 
next one with gusto. “First cold drink in 
three days. I ” Ugh, ugh, ugh; and the 
snout of a most comfortable pig disturbed 
in his cool siesta rises from the very basin 
of that spring. The air was full of vocal 
pyrotechnics, and the mere innocent ques- 
tion whether or not pork soup was good had 
for the rest of this trip a strangely irritating 
effect on one of the party. 

A mile below—and you must know that 
West Virginia miles are mostly guesswork 
—a tremendous cleft in the mountain, with 
bare vertical sides, a veritable fissure, comes 
through the chain at right angles. The view 
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is glorious in its wildness, but we do not 
land to penetrate the rock fastnesses of this 
strange gorge; for this is Rattlesnake Hol- 
low. The reptiles fairly infest it, and are 
said to have driven away a mountaineer who 
squatted with his family in this wild nook. 
His motive in settling here, by the way, is a 
mystery; who shall say it was not “moon- 
shine”? Uncle Sam may unwittingly have 
a cheap revenue service here. Now with 
a tremendous curve the mountains sweep 
back from the river on the right bank for 
an uncertain half mile; alluvial bottoms ap- 
pear, and farms, and evidences of fisher- 
men. Rude boats, flat-bottomed, square-end- 
ed, and queer generally, are moored here and 
there along the bank. One, with horseshoes 
nailed on for row locks, quite took our fancy; 
and some sybarite of a farmer boasted arf- 
other of smoothed lumber with a “grub lock- 
er” astern and a huge umbrella in a socket 
amidships. He should have been a lineal 
descendant of good old Izaak. 

A little run enters the river from the right, 
and we land to lunch on the last of our bread 
and butter, and incidentally to look for more 
bread and butter. The Chef and the Recruit 
follow the almost dry bed of the run, assured 
by an urchin of finding a house “up the road 
a piece.” The piece proves quite a long 
piece, but the house is reached at last and a 
handful of salt is our first purchase. “Have 
you any bread?” asks the Chef with a dubi- 
ous glance at the surroundings. The kind- 
hearted housewife brings out the bread of 
the mountains, salt-risin’ and heavy. “Will 
you-uns hev one er two?” With one voice 
in chorus, the Chef and the Recruit, “One’ll 
do.” Bless her motherly old soul, the bread 
was better than it looked. Butter she had 
none. The County Alms House was not 
far off. “Better try down that road at the 
Poor House, Chef,” said the Commodore, who 
knew the butter there of old. “’Fraid they'll 
detain me; I look the part,” demurred the 
Chef: but he went and we.were rehabilitated 
—also soaked by a lively thundergust. Brisk 
paddling now: no difficult rapids, but plenty 
of muscle needed; for before night we must 
reach the Hampshire Sportsman’s Club, to 
which we had cards. This fine club, a new 
organization, has secured an extensive tract 
of land on Trout Run, a few miles above 
Romney. On this tract they have erected 
a club house complete in every appointment, 
the total outlay having been about fifty thou- 
sand dollars. The intention is to turn the 
stream into a trout preserve; and, as may be 
surmised, the membership is wealthy and 
exclusive. Five hundred dollars is the initia- 
tion fee, practically: it is called a stock pur- 
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chase, but “A rose by any other name—” 
They have made the fatal mistake of allow- 
ing themselves to be cut off from the river, 
For a club of millionaires to build a costly 
club house within five hundred yards of the 
most exquisite scenery in the country, and 
yet utterly cut off from it by a huge bare 
hill that a couple of thousand dollars could 
have purchased, is simply incomprehensible, 
But the club house itself is perfection; and 
its steward and manager, the veteran deer- 
hunter and guide, Mr. Frank Turley, is the 
one man in all the country round to hold 
the position. Dusky shadows were over the 
face of the land as we hurriedly made camp 
and slipped up to the club house for a pleas- 
ant evening, tramp costumes notwithstand- 
ing. 

Morning saw us hustling before the sun, 
for we had thirty miles of the toughest canoe- 
ing on the river to cover before we camped 
again, this time at the home camp by the 
old mill. That breakfast named the camp— 
Camp Mishap it stands on the map now 
and forever. The last eggs were gleaming 
white and gold in the frying pan; the Chef 
was putting on the finishing touches of salt 
and pepper, and transferring them to a plate 
that had been warming on the range. “Here, 
Recruit; put these on the table.” Nobody 
ever thought of disputing the Chef’s orders, 
and the Recruit obediently took the proffered 
platter. The Commodore and the Rear Com- 
modore sat by the table in hungry anticipa- 
tion: the Recruit noted that each was wear- 
ing his egg-face. Six feet only lay between 
them and the fruition of their hopes—six 
short feet of sand. Heavens! The hot side 
of that plate came first; and as the Re- 
cruit’s fingers were not made of asbestos, he 
promptly dropped the precious package, eggs 
down. What did we do? Gathered them 
up, of course, and dusted them; just what 
you would have done with equal appetites 
and no more eggs. The Commodore helped 
us out with philosophy: “Boys, if you find 
any sand on those eggs after they’re swept, 
just imagine it’s pepper.” The eggs were 
good, if a bit gritty: but none of the party 
has as yet developed appendicitis. 

The mountains recede from both banks now, 
only to come magnificently together miles be- 
low. Rabbits scampered away from the verge. 
Patches of the finest woodcock cover in half 
a dozen states made us long for guns we had 
not brought. Muskrats glided gracefully 
from sunny vantage points on fallen trunks 
and cleft the water with scarce a splash. We 
were drawing near to Romney. A savage 
little rapid curved aside against the left bank 
overhung with willow brush. Among the 
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stones at its head stalked in graceful dig- 
nity five of the rarest birds that visit these 
waters, the lovely white ibis, stray waifs from 
the Everglades. One had been shot the year 
before and graces the Recruit’s collection; 
previously none had been reported for a 
dozen years. We watched the snowy beau- 
ties till they took alarm; then we tried the 
rapid. The Chef sized it up first, and by 
dint of frantic paddling made it: that man 
would try the Whirlpool. Then the Com- 
modore. He shipped a_ boatful and had 
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lucky victim, and the other three were 
gall and wormwood to him. Once when the 
Rear Commodore stranded and worked like 
a beaver for ten minutes getting through, 
he sagely uttered an axiom as he caught up 
with us: “I believe,” said he earnestly, “that 
the best plan is to keep to deep water.” So 
did we; but how the deuce to do it? 

Now come evidences of lumbering: the 
river full of pulp logs and the _log- 
gers sorting them, rafting some and sending 
others down stream. Our troubles were only 
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a close call. “Serves me right,” said he 
cheerily, “for going down with both my legs 
out one side; and it proved to be the wrong 
side!” The Rear Commodore and the Re- 
cruit looked at each other and then igno- 
miniously waded down the edge of it. That 
earned them the title of the Marines. The 
tapids became shallower and broader now, 
half a mile of them; much of-it perforce 
waded. Striking a channel here was mere 
luck. Sometimes all four of us would stick, 
at which moments each one derived an 
immense satisfaction from the other three. 
Sometimes there would be but one un- 


beginning. Denser and denser floated the 
logs; far off to one side was the object lesson 
of it all, a denuded mountain side washed 
into coulées by the rains. Here close at hand 
“a condition, not a theory, confronts us”; 
it is almost an impasse. The river at the 
lower end of a broad pool choked with logs 
narrowed suddenly to a rushing rapid, a 
hundred yards in length and S shaped. A 
logger waist deep near its head was conduct- 
ing a drive, steering the logs to the entrance 
of this miserable chute. Down they went 
dashing, somersaulting, careering in wild 
fashion. It was, to say the least, exciting. 








754 


An upset here meant a claim for life insur- 
ance. The logger could not—or would not— 
stop the steady stream of logs. There was 
no help for it and we took our turns, one at 
a time in that kaleidoscope of tossing timber. 
You don’t dare think in a churn like this; you 
just act. Side by side you race with a big log 
for the turn; lucky; you beat it out, dodge it 
as it comes at you now end on, and then en- 
gage a new enemy for the next turn. We 
breathed freer as the last man of the quartette 
got through unscathed: but a quarter mile be- 
low we did it all over again. It was a race 
with logs now all the way to the boom at 
Vance’s, where they are transferred to the 
railway, but there was no more danger from 
them. 

The boom at Vance’s consisted of a line f 
logs firmly bolted together running diagonally 
from shore to shore. It was every man for 
himself to get his boat over, standing on the 
slippery bobbing logs and tugging and haul- 
ing at the canoes. The Chef had his balanced 
on the log and paused to be eloquent and 
graceful, as he addressed a few words of ad- 
vice to us. The canoe, not to be outdone in 
grace, slid that slimy log like a cruiser down 
the ways and the Chef did not have the 
painter. A panther could not have made a 
better leap. He just dived for that boat and 
landed with a sharp collision between his ap- 
petite and the stern deck. There was some 
eel-like wriggling and a trial balance, but he 
kept the unstable craft on even keel and 
pulled himself in. With grim satisfaction we 
learned that that cussed boom broke in a rise 
from heavy rains a week later: that pulp 
wood furnished the camp fire with back logs 
for a month. The Chef loves adventures and 
he had a-plenty. Firmly believing he wasn’t 
born to drown, he shot down a racing rapid 
a few minutes later, under-a mass of fallen 
timber. A log leans low; if it catches him, it 
means wreck. As the boat sweeps under the 
log, the Chef prepares for.a handspring trust- 
ing to light in the canoe on the other side 
as it comes through. Luckily the log gave way 
and he hurled it backward over his head. 
The rest of us waded that rapid. Plain sail- 
ing now to the hotel at Wappacomo, the beau- 
tiful Hanging Rocks. Four tramps dine by 
special dispensation on the back porch. It is 
a great favor to get that porch, but we felt 
that the favor was shared by the other guests 
in the dining room: four watersoaked, un- 
shaven tatterdemalions may be picturesque, 
never ornamental. One o’clock strikes with 
full fifteen miles to paddle. The Wire Bridge 
pool is passed, and the Castle Rocks. Potato 


Island looms ahead. What’s the matter? The 
ice has been at work. Potato Island isn’t 
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there! Instead, the ice had just picked up 
the bottom of the river and piled it up on 
one side in the former channel, a huge bar 
of stones. A new channel was carved on 
the other side, narrow and tortuous, under 
a high bank, and interestingly obstructed by 
some enormous fallen sycamores undermined 
by the wild current and tangled into an inex- 
tricable confusion of boughs and roots. There 
was not six clear feet in width of channel 
through this mess, and more curves in it than 
a maimed angle worm can show you. We 
stopped to wait for the rear guard and hold 
a council as to ways and means. Then and 
there Potato Island was wiped off the map 
and Ground Hog Bar was written in its 
stead. 

“Ha! what’s that?” called the Chef, as a 
little brown creature moved upon the bar. 
What an herb eating rodent was doing in 
the middle of an acre and a half of cobble 
stones has never been satisfactorily explained. 
But the Chef did not wait for explanations. 
He beached his canoe bow on and cleared 
decks for action. He “charged by rushes,” 
dropping every third step to grab a rock. The 
poor confused little marmot stopped to listen, 
then struck for the brush. The Chef easily 
headed him, though warily. It is believed on 
good evidence that the Chef mistook him for 
Mephitis. Then the ping-pong of cobble 
stones was heard, and they struck sparks ev- 
ery time. The little beast crouched still and 
was safe. The Recruit came into action at a 
dog trot: the Commodore loomed over the 
edge of the bar. The poor marmot’s luck had 
deserted him by this time, and he was twitch- 
ing in the death throes. “W’atyegot?” called 
the Commodore, economizing breath. “Ground 
hog,” returned the Recruit, laconically 
“What you going to do with him?” “Take 
him down to camp and eat him: they say 
they’re good.” Everybody looked doubtful, 
but the corpse traveled in state on the bow 
of the Nippt. Then some way or other we 
slipped with whole skins and dry boats along 
the rushing strait between the Scylla of up- 
turned rootsand the Charybdis of downturned 
boughs. We are on the homestretch now and 
every rock and tree is familiar. We shoot 
in a cloud of spray and tossing drops past 
Gibraltar and glide along the willows of Dove 
Island, a drinking resort for the doves in the 
evening. Like other resorts of the kind, fa- 
talities have been known to occur there: 4 
dove is a luscious mouthful just after wheat 
harvest. Thompson’s Ford comes next, at 
the head of Milleson’s Gut. A well known 
figure stood upon the bank. It was Bre’r Bias 
himself, watering a peculiarly skinny and 
mournful looking mule. “How do, Gem- 
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ten? You-all gittin’ home?” We greeted 
him cordially as we floated slowly by. “W’at 
dat on dat boat dar?” 

“Ground hog, Joe. They’re good to eat, 
aren’t they?” 

“T’s e’t em,” said brother Bias, shaking his 
head doubtfully. 

“But that isn’t answering my question. Are 
they good ?” 

“Well, sah,” said the sage dubiously, 
“rightfully keered fer, dey ain’ so bad.” 

“How do you keer for ’em rightfully, Mr. 
Bias?” 

The old fraud took off his tattered hat and 
scratched his woolly pate. “W-e-l-l, you get 
yo’ hog an’ bleed ’im: den you skin ’im an’ 
clean ’im, an’ den you salt ’im down fer 
erwile: an’ den put ’im to soak in clean watah 
an’ let ’im soak t’ree 0’ fo’ days, changin’ de 
watah reg’lar: den you take ’im out an’ put 
‘im to bile, an’ let ’im bile all de res’ o’ de 
week: den you take ’im out agin an’ put ’im 
into a pan wid sweet-taters an’ ingyuns an’ 
trimmin’s roun’ ’im, an’ put ’im into de stove 
w’ere ’e can bake, an’ let ’im roas’ dar tell ’e 
git good an’ done, keepin’ a-bas’in’ ’im wif 
gravy wif lots o’ seasonin’ to it, Den w’en 
’e done good an’ brown, ’e ain’ so very hahd 
to take.” 

The Recruit looked thoughtful and told off 
the days on his fingers. “Better let him soak 
three or four months,” counselled the Rear 
Commodore with a-twinkle in his eye, “and 
then some few days extra for luck.” “Guess 
I'll take your advice,” assented the Recruit. 
“Come to think of it, I don’t believe I hanker 
after him so much as I did: smells like a 
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wet dog now.” And the poor victim slid over 
the gun’l to feed the eels. 

Parker’s Dam is passed, and the ugly carry 
accomplished without spilling so much as a 
bait can. The familiar waters are covered 
quickly now., The great curve is run at the 
Siiver Mine, an enterprise now defunct, to the 
lasting enlightenment of the lambs who “bit.” 
Then the well known bare cliffs loom ahead 
with splendid curlings and tiltings and faults 
of strata, and dotted with gnarled and stunt- 
ed cedars hanging on and growing nobody 
knows how, nor how the lovely golden prim- 
roses that dot the cliffs eke out sustenance on 
the bare rock they illuminate. Last of all 
the Fish Pot Rapid is shot in the sight of 
half the camp assembled there fishing. Then 
we are escorted in triumph down Milleson’s 
Pool, past Turkey Knob to the dear old camp 
to a warm welcome and a warm supper, boiled 
ham resting temptingly on a bed of water 
cress. Pretty custom this, of garnishing meats 
with green leaves—and as old as Eve. We 
fall to with eager zest, everybody is talking 
at once and we are immensely pleased with 
ourselves. 

The twenty-five mile run from the Camp 
to the mouth is again walled in by splendid 
mountains; River Mountain, Branch Moun- 
tain, Breakneck. And there is view after 
view too beautiful to tell of; Taylor Rock, 
Big Beaver Bottom, Indian Rock, and then 
the finale, the great rocky peninsula seven 
miles around and a quarter mile from water 
to water by road. Then the canoes glide out 
on the bosom of the Potomac and the cruise is 
over. 


PICTURE 


A hillside spot where shadows lie, 
A spring that bubbles on the sly; 


A streamlet jingling, tinkling down 
Across a pasture green and brown; 


A glimpse of Nature’s outdoor dress 
That’s purest beauty, nothing less. 


There is no picture born of art 
That goes like Nature’s to the heart. 


FRANK FARRINGTON. 








Photos by Dr. C. H. Stokes, Mohawk, Fla. 
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WOODCOCK, QUAIL AND GROUSE IN CONNECTICUT 


BY W. H. EMMONS 


THE SECOND DAY 


HE sun greeted me bright and beautiful 
as I arose on this last day of Octo- 
ber, 1902, beaming from a grand can- 

opy of deepest blue. It soon warmed up 
an otherwise frosty morning, and seemed to 
promise not only fair weather but more glori- 
ous sport. 

Starting out in fine spirits, followed by 
“good luck” from Rob and his wife and 
mother, we took a westerly direction and 
the house was soon lost to view as we en- 
tered a run of white birches. Soon a par- 
tridge whirled away without being seen, and 
was started again with the same result 
Pressing on we entered an open, bushy place 
that suggested quail. Mage soon made game 
but could not locate the birds. “Some one 
has started them,” said Will; “either the chil- 
dren on their way to school or some farm- 
hand and they have scattered.” 

Beating around a bit, I started a rabbit, and 
as my father had requested me to get him 
a pair if possible, I tried a shot at it. It 
was so near that I was compelled to wait 
until it had gone some fifteen or twenty 
yards before firing, and then only succeeded 
in cutting off a few handfuls of grass, scor- 
ing a miss. A moment later Will also started 
a rabbit and missed. 

Passing to his left I saw a rabbit sitting 
and held on his nose so as to secure him 
without filling his meat full of lead. I drew 
a trifle too fine, however, and only half 
stunned him, as a single grain of shot was all 
that hit him. He half ran and half rolled 
over and over, and I stepped back a few paces 
and killed him. We started two others in 
rapid succession and it looked as though that 
corner of ground was teeming with rabbits. 

Entering some scattered birches, Mage 
pointed and whir-r-r, up went a quail and 
made for the thickest cover only about ten 
feet away. He succeeded in entering it but 
as my right barrel spoke he toppled over. 
The trees were growing so closely that the 
wonder was a grain of shot could reach him. 
Will now flushed a quail and it flew over a 
fence into the next field. Marking him down 
we started that way, and had hardly cleared 
the fence when Mage pointed and up jumped 
two quail. We each killed with our first 


barrel and felt very well satisfied. We re- 
trieved our birds, which had fallen about 


ten feet apart, and as mine was not quite 
dead I passed it over to Will, who put a pin 
in its brain to kill it. I had reloaded and 
stood watching the operation while Mage was 
nosing around. He had just come to a 
stand when out shot two quail. Hastily 
raising my gun the right barrel was dis- 
charged before it touched my shoulder, but 
I “got even” with the left and killed my 
bird. This made three quail in succession 
and my pride was recovering from the dis- 
comfiture caused by missing the rabbit. 

Rob 11ew appeared an the scene and said, 
“I just couldn’t stand it; I heard the shots 
and knew it must be you, and had to see 
what you were doing.” When I showed him 
the four quail and the rabbit, he said, “Well! 
you are a lucky man to get four quail al- 
most before you have started.” This remark 
was made on account of a comment made 
by my brother which I had repeated to Rob, 
that “if Winnie fell down the well he would 
come up with a bouquet of roses tied around 
his neck, such is his luck.” Such is not my 
view of it, for I believe that the man who 
takes the most trouble, walks the farthest, 
and searches the ground most thoroughly, 
is the one who gets the most game. My 
brother has often gone out with me after 
English snipe, and after walking a mile or 
so without finding a bird fell back dis- 
gusted, while I kept on, and perhaps found 
some before he was out of sight. 

But to return to my story. We gave the four 
quail and the rabbit to Rob to take back 
to the house, so as to lighten our load as 
much as possible. 

Going further westward we soon entered 
more birch woods. 

“What will we get here?” I asked. 

“Partridge or woodcock,” said Will. 
“You go along this path a few rods and you 
will find an opening. Stay there and I will 
beat through the run and see if I can start 
something.” 

I took my station, and just as he 
was nearly opposite he started a woodcock 
and scored a miss. It came swiftly and di- 
rectly to my stand. I fired as it was com- 
ing and missed, but gave it the second bar- 
rel just as it was passing, and down it came. 
It was not over forty feet away, and when 

I picked it up I found that not a vestige of 

















758 





its neck or head remained. Going forward, 
we encountered more thick brush, and 
whir-r-r, up jumped a partridge in front of 
Will. He could not shot and just as I 
shouted two more flushed in front of me, 
making off to a wild swampy place, followed 
by an ineffectual discharge from both bar- 
rels of my gun. One of these birds made 
a fairly good shot andshould have been killed, 
but there was “nothin’ doin’.” 

We tramped through this piece of timber 
very thoroughly, and although we started sev- 
eral birds, did not get a shot. Continuing in 
a westerly direction we crossed a road and 
Mage made game at the edge of a small 
thicket. A point followed and three quail 
flushed and dropped a few rods away. Will 
worked through the thicket and I followed 
along on the outside. Will soon flushed them 
and killed one,another flew directly across me, 
and although I touched him up pretty hard 
with the second barrel, he pitched among 
some briars about seventy-five yards away. 

Taking Mage up, he pointed staunchly, and 
we watched him for several minutes. I walked 
up close and tried to see the bird but could 
not. As it was in a bad position to shoot 
from where we stood, Will said, “I'll go 
around and force it out this way, so you 
can get a good shot.” He did so, and it 
was wounded so badly and lay so close that 
he actually had to kick it out. 

It flew right at me in a very wabbly man- 
ner, with Mage (who here fell from grace), 
after it. I tried to hit it with my gun, but 
it evaded the blow, and calling Mage back 
I waited until it was about twenty yards 
away and then killed it. 

Going through a swamp, Will kicked out 
a large rabbit and killed it. I picked it 
up but as its head was alive with fleas 
I quickly dropped it, for if a flea once 
gets on me he goes all over me leaving his 
trade-mark everywhere, and they itch like 
fire for three days. Wili asked what was 
the matter, and I told him. He picked it 
up and said, “Why, I don’t see any!” Sure 
enough, not a flea was to be seen. Whether 
the impact with the ground had knocked 
them off, or whether they leave the body as 
soon as life is extinct, I do not know, but 
my brother says that whenever he shot one 
in North Dakota he would drop it on the 
snow and the fleas instantly hopped off. 

We now went over a large number of 
likely quail “lots” without result, except- 
ing that we passed a deserted farm with a 
splendid apple orchard. One of the trees was 
a Baldwin, loaded with luscious red fruit, 
while you could not take a step beneath the 
tree without stepping upon windfalls. 
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Leaving the orchard regretfully, Will en- 
tered a swamp, saying there was a wood- 
cock there which had eluded him on three 
or four occasions. Just after he entered I 
jumped a rabbit, and waited for it to get a 
little distance away. It made for a big rock, 
and divining its purpose I let fly, but he was 
too quick for me, for there was his hole and 
my shot had cut a path directly to it. 

Will flushed his woodcock and again shot 
at it in vain. Marking it down he told me 
where to go, and I secured a good position 
when it flushed. I missed my first but killed 
with the second just as Will fired. 

As it was now about noon we had lunch by 
a beautiful trout brook, with clear, limpid, 
sparkling water rushing merrily along over 
stones and fallen trees, finally finding an out- 
let in the Connecticut River. Will said he 
had taken many trout from its deeps and 
shallows, some weighing almost a pound. 
After washing down our lunch with copious 
draughts from the brook we again took up 
the search for game. Will now went into 
a dense quail swamp and one solitary bird 
flew out, too far away for a shot. I marked 
him down in the center of an open field. I 
thought I could walk right up to him and 
kick him up, but we searched high and low 
without finding him. Going back to the 
swamp Will went in again while I kept out- 
side. Soon Mage pointed, and in securing a 
good position I almost stepped upon a wood- 
cock. It made an easy shot as it sped away 
for its life, but both barrels failed to stop 
it, although its distress was plainly discern- 
ible and I felt confident it was a dead bird. 
We went in search of it and hunted about 
ten minutes without success. Suddenly with 
a twittering whistle a woodcock flushed from 
under Will’s feet, and this time he wiped 
my eye, for the bird was dead when I shot 
at it. “That can’t be my bird,” I said, “for 
he could not get up like that.” “Well, we'll 
look on a little,” said Will. Soon Mage 
pointed and moving on picked up my bird, 
quite dead. This gave me much satisfaction, 
for I felt ashamed to think I had missed 
such an easy shot. Moving around the 
swamp Mage. again pointed. This time I 
told Will I thought I should miss, for it 
would probably be a right quartering in- 
comer, the hardest shot for me to make, It 
proved to be so, for when the woodcock 
flushed I missed it with both barrels. Be- 
fore I had reloaded another woodcock sprang 
up and darted away only to drop when Will 
shot. “You killed him,” I cried. “Did I?” 


_he said; “I couldn’t see whether I did or 


not.” 
When I gave Will the line of flight of the 
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going straight away and making an easy shot. 


bird I had missed, he plunged into the swamp 
again. After hunting fully five minutes, 
Mage pointed straight towards Will and an 
instant later the bird flushed right at him. 
Swinging around, he managed to get in one 
shot before it escaped beyond gunshot, but 
it kept on apparently uninjured. Marking it 
down by an old oak tree we started after it 
again. Coming to a fence I said I thought 
it had gone further on, but Will said, “Let 
us look up this way first as you may be 
mistaken.” Remembering how correct he 
had been about the partridge the day before, 
I said nothing, but accompanied him in a 
half-hearted manner. Suddenly I heard him 
say, “Whoa, boy, easy,” and an instant later, 
“T’ve got him stone dead; that’s where the 
beauty of a dog comes in.” Scarcely be- 
lieving it to be the same bird, I said, “Let 
me see it.” Sure enough, it was quite warm 
and the blood was still flowing. So once again 
I was at fault, and once more Will had dem- 
onstrated his cleverness. 

Entering more timber, six  partridges 
flushed wild and we followed them about 
thirty yards apart. I was munching an 
apple, and the flavor was so fine that I could 
not waste it even at the expense of a shot 
—at least I thought so until a partridge 
flushed about ten yards from me. Then the 
apple was flung away in a twinkling and 
right and left followed each other rapidly. 
At the second report down the bird came, and 
Will’s eye was wiped again, he being a 
trifle late. Moving on, I went ahead while 
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he came through a run, and another partridge 
flushed about twenty yards in front of me, 
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bird I guess I saw only the partridge and not 
the gun, for I missed with both barrels. 
Will soon put up another which followed 
mine and we worked after them. Coming 
to a fence, beyond which was a very thick 
lot of birches, I crossed and went through 





MAGE, THE HERO OF THE HUNT 


them while Will stayed in the open by the 
fence, keeping abreast of me. Suddenly a 
partridge “boiled” out straight for him, so 
I held my fire and shouted, “Look out!” 
Will was afraid of me, however, and when 
he saw the bird coming toward him, squat- 
ted, in order to escape in case I fired. Per- 
ceiving his mistake he rose and fired once 
without effect. As I shouted to him to 
look out, another partridge jumped in front 
of me and whirled back over my head. AIl- 
though a very difficult shot I tried twice 
to stop him, but I guess he’s going yet. 
Before reaching the end of this run another 
went out without being seen. 

We followed the one Will had fired at and 
when he got out from under a rail fence I 
made a miserable miss with my right but hit 
him so hard with the left that he almost 
stopped. I marked him down by a large 
oak and we followed, but found no sign of 
our quarry. Separating, I went to the right 
among some scrub pines and suddenly he 
jumped almost at my feet. Again he went 
straight at Will and I was compelled to 
hold my fire. Before reaching him, however, 
he swerved slightly and I shot once without 
avail. Will could have had an excellent 
shot but he was down at my shot, for he 
thought the bird was coming straight at him, 
but I showed him the effect of my charge 
on some saplings. He then told me that 
he had been shot twice and was even then 
carrying some shot in his body which was 
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intended for game, and that accounted for 
his fear of being hit. 

Although this partridge was badly wound- 
ed we could not succeed in bringing it to 
bag and reluctantly left it to its fate, for 
after resting all night, its limbs would be so 
sore and its muscles so stiff that it would 
be sure to make a meal for a fox, mink, 
skunk or some other prowler. 

Traveling through more timber Will had 
two shots and killed two partridges, which 
made us feel better. Going back of the 
quail swamp where we had killed the wood- 
cock, Will said, “Mr. Emmons, you cer- 
tainly are a lucky man, I have hunted that 
quail swamp every season for thirty years 
and never before found a woodcock in it, 
and yet today we found four and killed every 
one.” Back of the swamp was a small strip 
of cover which Will went through while I 
remained on the outside. Mage pointed and 
Will said, “Come here, Mr. Emmons, Mage 
has a woodcock, I saw it fly a couple of rods 
and drop again. You go through and I 
will go around to the right.” 

I did so, and soon a woodcock jumped and 
curved to the left. I gave him both barrels, 
but he flew on and pitched about fifty yards 
away, in the open. Not suspecting that I 
had killed him, I reloaded and went after 
him, only to find him with his beautiful 
brown breast feathers turned upward, dead. 
This made seven woodcock and on a poor 
route for them too. 

It was now growing dusk and we began to 
turn homeward, passing several pastures. 
About three miles from home the sun’s 
lengthening rays warned us to hasten. We 
did so, and I was thinking of our wonder- 
fully prolific day as ended when Mage 
pointed, at the edge of some timber. I had 
gone in only a few yards when an exclama- 
tion by Will drew my attention, and there 
was Mage with his tail to the timber, on a 
beautiful point. Moving quickly toward 
the dog and endeavoring to secure a good 
stand in the fast-deepening twilight, Will 
turned back a step to speak to me, when 
whir-r-r went a large bevy of quail in 
every direction. Will’s gun sounded the 
death knell of two of them, but as I was 
nearer the woods, I secured only one shot 
as the lively fellows made for a refuge, and 
managed to drop one as it darted between 
two trees. We were well satisfied as we 
gathered our three birds for three shots. 

We made a half-hearted search for the 
scattered birds, but after flushing two very 
wild, one of which I made wince at about 
seventy paces, we made tracks for home. 
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(To be continued.) 





Will then told me what he had stepped 
back for just as the birds flushed. He had 
seen the entire bunch huddled together on 
the ground at rest for the night, and was 
going to ask me if he should shoot into the 
bevy for a “pot shot.” I said I was glad 
they had flushed for I do not approve of 
killing birds in that manner, that if I had been 
weak enough to let him do it I should always 
have been sorry. I would like to have that 
many quail, probably twenty, but not in that 
way. He agreed with me, but thought that 
I might want him to do it and that he was 
out to please me. Not only that, but seeing 
a bevy of quail bunched like that was some- 
thing that occurred very seldom; in fact, that 
was only the second time that he had seen 
them in that position in thirty years’ shooting. 

Entering the house, I found Rob lying on 
the sofa, reading and indisposed to rise. See- 
ing my pockets bulging, he could not with- 
stand the temptation to ask “What luck?” 
I replied that I did not believe there was 
any game in the state of Connecticut, but 
he, seeing a twinkle in my eye which I was 
unable to conceal, rose, and coming with me 
to the kitchen, laid out a newspaper on which 
to place the birds. If I attempted to de- 
scribe his unbounded delight and enthusi- 
astic statements about my being a “lucky man 
indeed,” I should need a whole copy of Fretp 
AND STREAM and then leave some out. 

He informed me that he had been unable 
to stand the pressure after leaving us in 
the morning, and had taken his pointer, Dick, 
out about one o’clock, and had found and 
bagged one woodcock, which he added to my 
string. The exertion was too much for him, 
however, and he was compelled to rest sev- 
eral times before reaching home. With the 
addition of this bird we certainly had a most 
magnificent day’s bag, one that I never hope 
to equal again, and one which Rob and 
Will, shooting together for thirty years, have 
never beaten. They have exceeded it in 
quantity but not in quality, their best day’s 
bag being twenty-five birds—twenty-two 
quail, two woodcock, and one partridge, 
while our bag consisted of seven woodcock, 
three partridges, nine quail and two rab- 
bits—twenty-one head, and with Rob’s wood- 
cock, twenty-two. Tied in pairs and hung 
in an outhouse where it was cool, they made 
a most pleasing sight, there being fourteen 
woodcock, four partridges, thirteen quail, 
and two rabbits, a total of thirty-three head 
for two days’ shooting. This exceeded my 
estimate to father and brother Will by one, 
so what we might secure on the morrow 
would be all surplus. 
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SIX WEEKS IN THE HEART OF 


BY E. P. 


PART 


HE day dawned cloudy, misty, and 
foggy; we had made everything ready 
the night before for an early start, 

but hesitated on account of the weather. 
There was no wind, which was in our favor, 
but the fog kept us from seeing what danger 
lurked in the way of a storm. We were 
not out to endure unnecessary hardship, but 
at last decided to risk possible storms and 
get the benefit of the calm morning, so by 
eight o’clock we pulled the anchor stake out 
of the bank and pushed into the stream. 

All were alert with expectations, at realizing 
the climax of ten years’ dreaming. Walled 
in by a towering growth of rushes we fol- 
lowed the crooked channel of the river, sel- 
dom knowing to which point of the compass 
we were headed. The marsh on either hand 
was full of ponds and lagoons where burn- 
outs had occurred in other years. The tall 
and stiff-stemmed rushes made fine nesting 
for wild fowl and ponds and lagoons were 
well stocked with: young birds. One pair 
of blue wing teal followed the river for a 
couple of miles in front of us, flying a few 
rods ahead at a time, then alighting and wait- 
ing for us to overtake them. At first they 
were shy and took wing when we were 
thirty yards away but soon became accus- 
tomed to us, when they would allow us to 
get within ten feet of them before starting. 
After some two miles of this they seemed 
to think they had learned all about us that 
was necessary for them to know and wheel- 
ing across the marsh they circled around us 
and went back down the river. 

Muskrats were swimming in front of us 
most of the way and mink were seen here 
and there. It was no uncommon thing to 
see a half dozen muskrats swimming about 
at one time. Coots were perhaps the most 
numerous of all the water fowl, and if one 
could make sport out of coot shooting there 
was certainly a great opportunity here, for 
we were driving from a dozen to a thousand 
in front of us most of the time. Some of 
the birds were very tame and allowed us to 
get within a few feet of them before they 
went splattering away. When we had the 
wind at our backs they would rise against it 
and pass so close that we caught the idea 
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THE KAH-BAH-GWOG MARSHES 
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of batting them like a ball with a punt pole, 
but our bats were too long and unwieldy 
and the coots could easily dodge them. 

At noon we tied up to the bog and lunched 
on the boat as there was no dry ground on 
which to lounge. It threatened rain all day 
and at intervals a few large drops fell, keep- 
ing us in constant dread lest a storm should 
break upon us where there was no possibil- 
ity of going into camp. Mrs. Hurd is a 
great naturalist and took much delight in the 
coots and muskrats. Here in a single day she 
saw more of these fowl and animals than most 
people do in a lifetime. At half past one we 
caught the first glimpse of Kah-bah-gwog 
through the narrow opening in the rushes 
at the outlet, and half an hour later swept 
out on the open waters of the lake. 

After our long passage through the marsh 
the beauties of Kah-bah-gwog with its wood- 
ed isles were quite refreshing. The forest 
leaves were just beginning to gild under the 
magic touch of Jack Frost, the greatest of 
artists, and the view of lake and islands 
was sublimely beautiful. Along the north 
shore we could see our selected home still 
four miles away, and felt like emigrants 
looking for the first time on the home of 
their adoption. Slowly the New Orleans 
plowed her way across the lake, for with 
nothing to mark our speed we seemed to be 
standing still on that broad expanse. But 
the beauty of the scene kept our minds from 
dwelling on the slowness of our progress, al- 
though again large scattering drops of rain 
came pelting down. 

Slowly we rounded the end of Island No. 
3, but a solid wall of rushes forced us off 
from the landing. We passed beyond the 
island and Eugene was beginning to grumble 
when the wall opened wide enough to let 
us enter into a perfectly protected harbor. 

Here we were sheltered from observation, 
as well as storm, should “pirates” pass our 
way. The first sight of our island home was 
very prepossessing. The leaves had just be- 
gun to color in a slight degree, while at three 
points, where Virginia creepers had wound 
their way to the top of the trees, their 
leaves, more sensitive than any of the other 
growths to the frost, had already turned a 
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bright crimson. Thus the island was sub- 
divided by three towers of flaming red. 

Shallow water prevented our running up 
to the shore and passengers and freight were 
landed by means of the hunting boats. As 
we got the last of the duffel beneath the trees 
where the camp was to center, a heavy burst 
of thunder rumbled across the heavens and 
scattering pellets of rain came pattering 
through the leaves; but this soon ceased, 
though it served to accelerate our movements 
in pitching the tents and getting things un- 
der cover. 

It takes a great deal longer to pitch camp 








There was now a constant rumble of thun- 
der in the southwest which denoted that the 
long-threatened storm was advancing apace; 
but a feeling of serenity crept over us at 
the snugness of our situation. This was 
intensified later when cosily wrapped in our 
blankets, the skirmish line of pattering drops 
broke into a continuous roar which lasted 
throughout the night. 

Long years before I had lain in my can- 
vas-covered boat, when on a solitary canoe 
trip, on just such a night, and just where our 
boats were now drawn up, and drowsily 
thought of the possibility of even pitching 
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in the woods than in the open, especially 
so with us, for we are an exclusive set and 
get each as far from the others as possible 
with due regard for being within easy hear- 
ing of the dinner call. By six o’clock, how- 
ever, everything was under cover and the 
table spread under the elms in front of the 
cook tent. The rain had ceased and the 
beauty of our surroundings impelled us to 
eat our evening meal in the open air. The 
meal was scarcely half over when again the 
big drops came splashing down and we car- 
ried our camp table and all there was on it 
inside the tent. 


just such a camp in that spot. Time and 
money work many miracles and this was one 
of them. Capt. Hurd furnished the lucre, 
while I generously threw in the time at 
wholesale price. 

When I awoke in the morning and slowly 
realized where I was I could hardly trust 
myself to believe it until I opened the tent- 
flap and looked out. The storm had passed 
and the scene was strangely beautiful. The 
russet, crimson, gold and green of the fo- 
liage was embellished by countless sparkling 
rain-drops pendent from every leaf and twig, 
the whole set ablaze by the morning sun. 
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A great content settled over the camp, for 
beyond all the beauty was the realization 
that it was ours; the realization that we 
were far from the beaten paths of travel and 
not likely to be interrupted or have our title 
disputed, for as yet no title had passed over 
that spot save that which the great Creator 
gave when He built the heavens and the 
earth. Sweet is content. 

Our island was the center, the very core, of 


lake always dotted with its thousands. All 
night long and as long as we stayed we 
could hear the quacking of ducks, the honk- 
ing of geese, and the constant splash and tur- 
moil of feeding birds. The croak of the 
grebe and the boom of the thunder pump, 
the metallic clack of the stake diver and howl 
of wolves in the adjacent swamp were part 
of the medley of sounds we listened to as 
a regular thing. 














SCENES IN AND AROUND OUR ISLAND CAMP 


the play-ground for the wild fowl of the 
Kah-bah-gwog marshes. To the west was 
the great bay where the largest lagoon en- 
tered the lake. Here were beds of eel grass 
that tolled the canvas backs and red heads 
in for their afternoon feed. To the north 
was a grass-grown shallow where teal, mal- 
lard, widgeon, gadwall and pintail congre- 
gated in great numbers. To the east was a 
tush-fringed shallow where anything might 
be looked for. To the south was the open 


There were sounds, too, which the oldest 
of us had not learned to know or had for- 
gotten. Among them was the “saw what” owl. 
One night one came to the tree directly 
over where I slept and only a few feet away 
and began to sharpen his blade. I had for- 
gotten his voice and confounded it with that 
of the catamount. I am not superstitious, but 
when in the wilderness I like to know whence 
each sound emanates. That rascally old bird 
sat there and ground away at his rusty blade 
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for half the night, keeping the cold chills 
creeping over me, while my hair straightened 
out so stiff that I thought I would have a 
hard time to make it lie down right all the 
balance of the season. The next night it 
started up in another part of the island and 
I only escaped a bad fright by Capt. Hurd 
coming over and jogging my memory until 
I remembered what it was. 

One day when we were hunting among the 
islands we saw a great black patch on the 
bar at one end of an island. Paddling up be- 
hind a small clump of willows we came close 
up to a half-acre patch of green wing teal 
on the sand as close together as they could 
sit, head under wing. Some weeks later a 
couple of gunners found them there and driv- 
ing them off got into the willows and en- 
joyed a whole day of the finest kind of teal” 
shooting as the birds drifted back in small 
flocks. As we were resting under the shade 
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of a tree on this same island we noticed 
some grape vines looking torn and ragged, 
as if some one had been gathering the grapes. 
Examining closer we saw what roused our 
suspicion, and a survey of the sand bar dis- 
closed bear tracks all about. On the island 
was a tangled snarl of underbrush where we 
supposed the bear to be hidden away, so we 
planned to come again with the dogs and 
drive him out. 

On the island where our camp was we had 
also noticed many trails that were hard to 
account for, where gooseberry and raspberry 
bushes had been wallowed down; so when 
we returned to camp we examined this closer 
and found it to be the work of bears. The 
paths along which we walked during our 
loafing hours were all made by bears. Just 
across the state to the southeast of us bears 
were being killed in the city of Duluth as an 
everyday occurrence. 


(To be continued.) 


OUR FRESH WATER GAME FISHES 


PART VI.—THE SALMON 


TROUTS—FOREIGN SPECIES PLANTED IN 


AMERICAN WATERS 
BY WILLIAM C. HARRIS 


HE introduced salmon trouts from Eng- 

- land, Scotland and Germany are the 

brown trout and the Loch Leven trout 

—the first from England and Germany and 
the last named from Scotland. 

The brown trout (Salmo fario), is called 
by the authorities of the United States Fish 
Commission the “von Behr trout,” after the 
German fish culturist who made the first ship- 
ment of the eggs to the United States as a 
present to our Fish Commission. This name, 
however, has not become popular with our 
anglers and this fish is known generally as 
the brown and German trout, but in Sullivan 
County, New York, where, much to the det- 
riment of the increase of our brook beauty 
(fontinalis), they were planted in numbers, 
the individual fish is called “the Dutchman,” 
in allusion to its nativity. 

Owing to its great and rapid growth and its 
czpacity for and practice of eating our smaller 
native brook trout, the brown trout has lost 
caste among rod fishermen and those who 
seek for desirable fish to plant. I have seen 
a five pound “Dutchman” opened on the 
banks of the Beaverkill river in the State 
of New York, the stomach of which con- 
tained three brook trout weighing respect- 





ively one pound, three-quarters of a pound, 
and seven ounces. This was surely evidence 
of a crime sufficient to debar the planting of 
this foreign trout in our native waters. Those 
angling clubs, particularly the Castalia of 
Ohio, who unfortunately, during the early 
prevailing mania for planting new fish in 
club waters, introduced the German trout, 
are now availing themselves of every means 
to get rid of them, spearing, netting and dy- 
namiting any isolated pools that contain them. 

Moreover, the German trout as found in 
American waters had no esteemed angling 
qualities that render its presence desirable in 
our trout streams. Only when it attains a 
weight of three or more pounds does it of- 
fer resistance worthy of its repute as a strong 
fighter, and even then it has not the agility 
or the sturdy fight of our native trout of a 
pound weight. Although it has been herald- 
ed from “over the brine” as an acrobat when 
hooked, I have yet to find one, in a stream 
experience among them of nearly twenty 
years, to come into the air on a slack line. 
No trout in my angling life has ever leaped 
in my presence of his own sweet will when 
hooked, except the rainbow, the steelhead 
(occasionally), the Dolly Varden, and the 














—~ eS 


bate (OD (OD be 8 


a Oonre Ss OC 


ty 
e. 


n 
id 
ne 








cut-throat (semi-occasionally), and there are 
at least thirty-four different species or varietal 
forms of the salmon trouts and the charr- 
trouts, technically so-called. 

This foreign trout grows rapidly when 
planted in our waters. This fact holds good 
with all imported species of fish, particularly 
the carp, when planted in American fluvial or 
lacustrine waters, and for this reason ‘special 
care and judgment should be used in our im- 
ports of new species, lest they fail to live in 
harmony with our native forms, many of 
which have not the predatory or voracious 
habits of their imported congeners. 

The brown trout may be distinguished on 
sight from our native form (fontinalis) by 
the larger scales on its body, easily seen by 
the naked eye, while those on fontinalis are 
nearly, sometimes entirely, microscopical. 
The red spots on the body of the “Dutchman” 
are much larger and as a rule are grouped in 
nearly a straight row along the lateral line of 
the fish. There is also an absence of vermi- 
culations or worm-like markings on the back 
of the brown trout, a condition always present 
in the native brook trout. The color on the 
back is greenish, interspersed with well de- 
fined black spots and the adipose or fatty fin 
on the back near the tail-fin is beautifully 
decorated with three red spots. On some 
specimens there is a yellowish cast of color 
below the lateral line; on others, particularly 
on those hatchery bred, the yellow hue is 
spread over the body, in a few instances cov- 
ering the gill-covers. The markings of the 
brown trout vary strikingly in the different 
waters of England, so much so indeed that 
an experienced angler of that country can 
distinguish the trout of different waters one 
from the other. In fact nomenclature, such 
as “Trent River trout,” “Thames trout,” 
“Test River trout,” “Tamar River trout,” 
“Avon trout,” etc., is heard at the meetings 
of angling clubs, and at all other places where 
anglers meet and commune together. 

The brown trout is a rapid grower, will 
live in water of a high temperature in which 
our native species would be apt to die, and 
reaches a weight of about twenty-five pounds. 
It is somewhat of a gross feeder in Ameri- 
can waters, with the reputation in England of 
being dainty, inasmuch as in its choice of 
food it always seeks the insects of the stream 
or those that flutter over and fall into it. 

The brown trout is lured by similar baits 
as Our own native trout; any of the artificial 
flies dressed to kill the latter will take the 
former and the methods of fishing for either 
of them are identical; the brown trout, how- 
ever, after reaching a weight of five pounds, 
is a lazy fish with a disposition to stay in and 
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preémpt a pool where food is plenty and 
where foraging in the rapids or chasing minor 
fish life all over the pool for a meal is not 
incumbent upon this sluggish sovereign of re- 
stricted waters. 

There is a varietal form of the brown trout 
which merits mention. It is a mule, in that it 
is a cross between the Loch Leven trout or 
the brown trout with the charr, fontinalis, 
and does not reproduce its kind. It is a beau- 
tiful fish and its markings are in accord with 
its popular names of “zebra” and “leopard 
trout.” It rises fiercely to the surface for the 
feathers and has the reputation of being more 
of an acrobat than either the brown or our 
native brook trout. 


The Loch Leven and brown trouts are both 
classed as salmon trouts,—that is, they have 
one or two rows of teeth on the flat vomer 
on the roof of the mouth and behind these 
an irregular single or double series of teeth, 
while in the charr-trouts, which classification 
includes our native trout, fontinalis, the vom- 
er is convex and shaped like a boat with 
teeth on the head of the bone and none on its 
shaft. 


The native habitat of the brown trout is 
widely extended from the Arctic Ocean to 
the Mountains of Persia and west to east 
across Europe and Asia from the Atlantic to 
the Pacific Ocean. 

The Loch Leven trout (Salmo levenensis) 
were imported from Scotland several dec- 
ades ago, but have not been so generally dis- 
tributed nor become so great a favorite among 
fish culturists as the brown trout. As an 
angling fish it is the least known to American 
anglers of any of the imported salmon or 
charr-trouts. It is very closely allied techni- 
cally to the brown trout in that it is a beau- 
tiful and graceful fish, with, however, ang- 
ling qualities of a higher grade. It may be 
distinguished from the brown species by the 
absence of red spots on the body, which are 
said to faintly appear on specimens more 
than four years old, but so dim as scarcely 
to be seen. This peculiarity of coloration is 
disputed by some specialists, and it may be 
another illustration of the varied effects of 
environment, food and temperature of the 
water on fish of the same species, or an er- 
ror in labeling the tanks at the shipping end, 
thus “mixing the babies up.” The complete 
and constant absence, however, of red spots 
on the Loch Leven trout of less age than four 
years, is a matter of fact not to be disputed 
among Scottish anglers, but as this trout 
seldom grows heavier than three pounds, con- 
suming five years in getting to be two pounds 
in weight, but little confusion will occur over 
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this red spot theory when used in the identi- 
fication of the fish. 

This trout takes its name from the lake 
surrounding the dismantled castle within 
which Mary Stuart was confined by Queen 
Elizabeth, and the varietal forms of trout in 
it have been the subject of much discussion. 
Dr. John D. Quackenbos, of New York City, 
who introduced the Loch Leven trout to 
American waters, wrote me a few years ago: 

“You know, I believe, the Loch Leven 
fish to be a land-locked sea trout, therein 
differing from others who say it is nothing 
but a specialized form of brown trout. I 
know that in Loch Leven lake there are two 
kinds of trout, the common ‘yellow,’ and the 
flashing silver beauty with black cross-shaped. 
spots.” 

The discussion over the subject of the pa- 
ternity and the differentiation of the two spe- 
cies found in the lake has occupied many 
columns of the English sportsmen’s journals, 
and the end is as far off as it was at the in- 
cipiency of the arguments. We do know, 
however, that the stock of Loch Levens 
brought from the Howietown hatchery, Scot- 
land, have thriven in our waters. Not with 
the rapidity and healthy increase of the brown 
trout, but sufficiently to assume a permanency 
of this desirable fish in our streams and lakes. 

It would seem that this Scottish trout is 
capable of resisting the onslaughts of the 
fishes of the pike family, for advices from 
Loch Leven state that although the last 
named abound in the lake the trout increase 
in spite of this condition. The unusual num- 
ber of 463 pike weighing in the aggregate 
not less than 1,449 pounds, the largest a lit- 
tle over twenty pounds, were taken in nets 
from the lake in one season. This fact is 
of importance, as many waters rich in food 
and adaptability for fishes of the salmon fam- 
ily are distributed over the United States, 
but have been thought not adapted for these 
fish, owing to the presence in them of the 
pike or the pickerel. This is particularly true 
of some waters in northern New York, in 
Maine and Pennsylvania. 


For a knowledge of the angling qualities 
of the Loch Leven trout in its native waters 
we are indebted to Dr. Quackenbos, who has 
fished for them with the ardor of an enthu- 
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siast. I quote in full from his description of 
a day’s outing: 

“In full view of the castled isle of Mary 
Stuart, one casts his delicate flies deftly knot- 
ted on the most invisible of gut. As he floats 
toward the suggestive ruin, the scenes in 
Queen Mary’s eventful life flit before him— 
from her youth, whose rare beauty is immor- 
talized in the Orkney portrait, to the begin- 
ning of the end, when, charged with complici- 
ty in the murder of Darnley, she was commit- 
ted to Loch Leven Castle in 1567; to her es- 
cape the following spring with the aid of 
‘Little Douglas,’ who yielded to the power of 
her resistless charms; to the revolting mur- 
der that closed her career in 1587, and the 
agony so inimitably expressed in the livid 
pallor and contracted features of the Abbots- 
ford painting of the Queen’s head after decol- 
lation—but! see that gleam through a wave’s 
crest! that flash of bluish silver beneath the 
flies, like the sudden blaze of an old-mine 
stone. Instinctively your wrist turns and the 
barb of your tiny hook is set in the lip of a 
14 lb. Loch Leven trout. The moment you 
have dreamed of for years has come at last. 
3e cautious, for your tackle is refined to the 
utmost, and your fish is the prince of finny 
diplomats. His first rush is towards the 
drifting boat. ‘Catch the pirn!’ cries the 
watchful oarsman, and in response you reel 
madly on the slack and lead your fish suc- 
cessively past the bow. Who but a lover of 
the angle can conceive the exalted thrill 
which accompanied the rush of that trout at 
the descending “teal and red”—who else, that 
erethism, short-lived, unearthly, that electri- 
fied every nerve in your frame as you twisted 
the steel into its jaw and felt him ‘fast’— 
that concentration of delight in the struggle 
that followed, wherein the noblest fish that 
God has made matched his brute intellect, 
perhaps his manifold experience, against your 
reason and art; wherein your wand-like rod 
gracefully responded to his desperate leaps 
for life and arched in perfection to his wild 
circles? Who but an angler knows of the 
sweet calm that followed victory, as you ten- 
derly placed your dying captive on the skiff 
bottom, and wearied by the excitement, sat 
down to watch his brilliance fade with the 
feeling that if your life were forthwith to end 
you had not altogether lived in vain?” 
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HE common dove Zenaidura macroura, 
styled Carolina or mourning dove, 
from its peculiar cooing, belonging to 

the order of Columba, is now recognized as 
a game bird. Hitherto it had been neglected, 
shot when occasion offered and other game 
was scarce; or, under rigid game laws, pro- 
tected like the bulk of the feathered tribe. 

Recognized now as an upland game bird, 
an open and a close season have been allotted 
to it; and it takes as nearly as possibe the 
place of the passenger pigeon, whose depar- 
ture and loss we deeply deplore. The dove 
is commonly distributed over the United 
States, nesting in trees and hedgerows close 
to the habitation of man. The nest is of the 
rudest construction, a few sticks loosely 
thrown together, with little if any lining of 
grass or other material. Its clutch contains 
two pure white eggs, the male assisting both 
in incubation and the feeding of the young. 
The young, termed squabs, grow very fast, 
being first fed on the peculiar milky substance 
obtained from the parent birds, which regur- 
gitate it from the crop. 

The dove arrives in the spring, traveling 
northward as the weather permits. The birds 
travel usually in pairs seeking a building 
place in former haunts. Early in the fall 
they assemble in flocks, feeding upon wheat, 
barley and oat stubble, especially millet, of the 
seeds of which they are very fond. They trav- 
el southward as the weather turns cooler, 
though a few, scattered over the Middle 
States, remain through the winter months 
around corn cribs and sheltered places. They 
migrate from Illinois about September twenti- 
eth, having congregated for a few days’ feed- 
ing, roosting from preference in thick wil- 
low thickets. From daylight to nine o’clock 
in the morning they flock to the grain fields, 
alighting upon dead tree tops, or telegraph 
wires, if near to their feeding grounds. Af- 
ter feeding they fly off singly or in pairs and 
little flocks to some creek bottom or water 
hole where sand and gravel abound, to pick 
up that material for their gizzards by which 
they grind their food. They return during 
the afternoon to their feeding grounds, 
whence they fly about sundown to drink again 
and then go to roost. 
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THEIR LIFE HISTORY AND MODE OF HUNTING 
BY F. HENRY YORKE, M.D., A.O.U. 


VII—CAROLINA DOVE 


Fight shooting at doves affords every va- 
riety of shots, all angles being presented. 
They fly very swiftly, trying the best man’s 
skill. Flushing them from the grain fields is 
excellent sport, and once a-wing they offer a 
dificult mark. Water-holes, ponds, sloughs 
or creek bottoms are also good places for the 
birds, especially where some dead trees hap- 
pen to be close at hand. Upon these they 
like to alight and then pitch down to the 
watering places to drink and to pick up grav- 
el. They are very erratic in their flight, 
darting by one unawares, sometimes straight 
past, at other times dipping down or shooting 
up in the air, and rarely are two or three shots 
presented alike. 

Let us take an afternoon at the water-holes 
upon the prairies. A creek with sandy bottom 
and gravelly banks is near by, upon whose 
banks stand several dead trees, some close 
together, others lone and scattered. As we 
approach the creek we watch carefully to see 
whence the flight comes, which trees are 
used the most for alighting, a factor which 
will, if heeded, tend to better sport. On a 
sand bar, around which the creek flows, a 
dozen or more birds are seen, and this we 
observe is right in the line of flight from the 
adjacent stubbles. A lone tree, distant about 
thirty yards, stands prominent, and upon 
it we notice many a light. It being near to 
the sand bar and close to the creek, with its 
gravelly banks, we take up our stations 
upon each side, distant about thirty yards 
from the creek and about the same distance 
from the tree, thus commanding two positions 
for each gun. The birds flush upon our ap- 
proach, and we allow them to fly off at long 
range, preferring not to frighten them, for 
they will undoubtedly return in a short inter- 
val if not shot at or otherwise disturbed. 

I want to emphasize this point. In all 
shooting where birds flock to a water-hole, 
whether ducks, shore birds, or any other kind, 
if you drive them off gently without shoot- 
ing, they will return very shortly to the same 
spot. On the other hand if shot at they will 
in all probability seek some other place where 
they will not be disturbed. 

We have hardly dropped down in the high 
grass and weeds before my companion opens 
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the ball at a pair of fast drivers to the right; 
one of which falls, the other sails away un- 
hurt. A single coming down the creek gives 
me an easy shot; then a small flock whips 
past receiving a shot from my gun, the others 
darting over my companion who scores a 
nice double. They are soon flying in all di- 
rections, either over us or upon one side or 
the other, many coming down the creek in 
pairs or singly. The lone tree attracts many 
birds, which invariably fall to one or the 
other of the guns. Many wheel outside, pitch- 
ing into the creek by the sand bar, darting 
at every angle, affording shots that can hard- 
ly be described. 

The twists doves can practice are legion, 
one being unable to tell which direction the 
bird will take; hence dove shooting is the 
best practice whether for the tyro or the 
old shot, grown rusty through non-practice, 
that he can possibly get. Especially is this 
so if he is going to shoot blue-wing teal 
later on, for dove shooting usually commences 
about two weeks before the open season on 
teal. There are three principal shots to prac- 
tice, which will greatly benefit a teal shot, 
viz., face, side shots and tailers, and if the 
shooter can kill his doves readily on these 
flights he will find no difficulty with the teal. 

After a few hours of dove shooting, we 
start for home well satisfied with the varied 
shooting so thoroughly enjoyed, and while 
wending our homeward way we decide to try 
them in the early morning upon the wheat 
fields, where jumping as well as flight will 
be the order of the day. 

About half an hour after sunrise we reach 
a wheat field surounded on three sides by 
corn, and on the fourth by a road with an 
osage orange fence; tall trees being left for 
posts, after trimming the hedge. Some of 
these are dead, leaving naked limbs upon 
which birds alight during their travels to 
and from the field. At one side of the field, 
distant about fifty yards from the corn, stands 
a straw stack upon which a number of birds 
have already assembled, while others are 
flying around and alighting in the stubble. 

We walk by the edge of the corn to the 
straw stack, flushing several out of the corn, 
which is thin, owing to the past dry sea- 
son, while about an acre was drowned out 
by the late spring rains. We score a shot 
or two as they jump slowly, and by the time 
we have reached the straw stack have about 
six or seven birds to our credit. The top 
and sides of the stack, where the straw carrier 
had lodged, are covered with birds which fly 
off at our approach. We step into the corn 
for cover, taking positions sixty yards apart, 


with the straw stack as a drawing card in 
front of us. A flight soon arrives, passing 
over the tops of the corn, which gives us 
cross, and by no means easy shots, for they 
travel at rapid speed and dip towards the 
stubble, or upward to the top of the stack, 
twisting and whirling at all angles. 

We shoot with varied success until a good 
many have alighted in the stubble beyond us, 
where, at my companion’s suggestion, we 
proceed. Walking about eighty yards apart, 
we stride over the ground. Talk about trap 
shooting, it cannot offer the angles and po- 
sitions the flushing doves present. Straight- 
aways, risers, dippers, drivers to the right 
and left, cross shots with incomers to the 
right or left, dipping and whirling in all di- 
rections is in order for an hour. Finally sat- 
isfied with the sport we stop and return home, 
noticing that the majority of the birds went 
in the direction of the creek which, winding 
and twisting, lies to the south of us. 


We reach home by eleven o’clock, having 
enjoyed the best angle shooting we have had 
for years. Tired with our walk we do not 
forget our birds, for that is the sportsman’s 
first care. Few upland birds make a better 
pie, pudding or stew than doves. But the 
practice is the main feature. One can snap, 
shoot slowly, lead his birds or pitch ahead 
as fancy dictates. It is harder shooting than 
Wilson snipe, for doves care less for the 
wind; whereas snipe depend a great deal 
upon it. Some birds will rush in with the 
wind and pitch down against it, or whirl and 
drop in against it. Take a dove coming 
dewn wind at one hundred miles an hour; 
one has to be quick and lead it well, leading 
the bird twenty to thirty feet, according to 
the distance from the gun. When fairly 
struck they are not a hard bird to kill, many 
being young, but an old bird will carry a load 
of shot some distance. I prefer No. 8 shot 
for doves, although 10’s are deadly up to forty 
yards. More birds are missed by not shooting 
far enough ahead than in any other manner; 
for the novice at first can scarcely conceive 
the rapidity of their flight. 

We shot them later on, when they collected 
for migration, upon a gravelly knoll where 
cattle had been fattened for market; large 
pieces of rock salt being strewn about the 
knoll, which the birds congregated around, 
evidently enjoying the taste. They are skil- 
ful birds at hiding, and if not retrieved at 
once, will flutter or run off a long distance 
or skulk in the stubble and grass. 

During their migration they assemble in 
large flocks in Kansas, Texas, Oklahoma, and 
the South, especially where large water-holes 
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exist where land is irrigated, coming to drink 
after they have filled their crops, especially 
just before sundown. Hard shooting does not 
seem to drive them away during their migra- 
tions. Probably they trust to their swift 
flight to protect themselves. 

There are many varieties of doves in the 
United States, the principal being: 

Columba fasciata, or band-tailed pigeon, 
ranging in the western United States from the 
Rocky Mountains to the Pacific Ocean, north 
to Washington and British Columbia, and 
south to Mexico, being found chiefly in wood- 
ed regions. 

Fasciata vioscae, or Viosca’s pigeon. Low- 
er California. 

Flavirostris, or red-billed pigeon, ranging 
in the southern border of the United States 
from Arizona and the Rio Grande Valley to 


Costa Rica. The species breeds throughout its 
United States range. 

Leucocephala, or white-crowned pigeon, 
ranging from the southern keys of Florida to 
Honduras. 

Zenaida-Zenaida, or Zenaida dove, ranging 
throughout the Florida Keys, and southward. 

Leptotila fulveventris brachyptera, or 
white-fronted dove, ranging also in the val- 
ley of the Rio Grande and in Texas. 

Metopelia leucopetra, or white-winged 
dove, found in Florida, Texas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, Lower California and southward, 
breeding throughout its United States range. 

Columbigallina passerina terrestris, or 
ground dove, found in the South Atlantic 
and Gulf States and southward, breeding in 
United States from South Carolina to Louisi- 
ana. A coast bird. 
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ANKIND, all the world over, pays the 
compliment of closest attention to the 
tying of a good knot. Go where you 

will among our rural population and you find 
the ubiquitous fakir, with his little platform, 
his box of wares and his lengthy harangue: 
invariably his harangue begins “I will tie a 
few single knots in my handkerchief”’—and 
invariably he gets the attention and sympathy 
of his audience. Our metropolitan entertain- 
ment seekers are quite as easily captivated by 
the ingenuity with which a Herrmann or a 
Kellar ties, or perhaps only seems to tie, 
wonderful stage knots. And the cultured 
globe-trotter finds nothing more entertaining 
than the rare skill displayed by the magi- 
cians of farther India in their tricks of 
binding their attendants with difficult and 
complicated knots, release from which 
seems impossible, yet is instantly achieved. 

Perhaps after all, this worldwide interest 
is but the unconscious recognition of the 
dignity of the well tied knot and the im- 
portant place it frequently occupies in hu- 
man affairs. 

More than once has a human life been 
the fearful cost of a carelessly tied knot. 
A fire in a western city furnishes the most 
recent illustration, with its sad story of a 
man’s attempted escape from a_ burning 
building by means of a rope made from 
knotted bed clothing. One knot parted 
and a life paid the penalty. 

Sailors, the master knot-tiers of the 
world, know full well the crucial import- 
ance of the right knot at the right place. 
And my own experience furnishes a point- 
ed illustration of a dangerous capsize which 
was undoubtedly occasioned by delay over 
a badly tied knot. 

Sportsmen, generally, have frequent need 
of the services of a good knot and yet it 
is extremely rare that an article bearing 
upon the subject is found in print, per- 
haps because of the idea which prevails 
that it is very difficult, if not impossible, to 
learn how to tie an intricate knot by 
any teaching save that of hand to hand. 
My experience has taught me, however, that 
















an accurate drawing, of reasonable size, 
is as good as a lesson at first hand. And 
while it is possible to tie a knot in a clum- 
sy as well as a simple way, the important 
thing after all is not the manner of tying, 
but the knot itself. The drawings accom- 
panying this article are not intended to be 
works of art; they are simple, practical 
designs of the various knots. In most 
cases the drawings are so clear that no 
written word of explanation is necessary, 
and almost any tyro ought to be able with 





a little practice, to master the knots from 
the illustrations shown. 

First on my list of important knots I 
place the ever reliable Bowline (Fig. 1), 
known and loved by all men of the sea, 
amateur or professional. It appears dif- 
ficult yet is extremely easy if the drawing 
be carefully followed. Its uses are many 
and varied and the sportsman who knows 
this knot will find constant place for its 
service, from that of making a loop on a 
boat painter to the tying of a gut fishing 
leader. 





The Common Bend (Fig. 2) is useful 
where two ropes are to be joined together. 
I frequently find this knot a very quick and 
easy method of shortening the anchor rope 
of a fishing boat or canoe since it can be 
made with the rope doubled. 

The Carrick Bend (Fig. 3) is a more se- 
cure method of bending two ropes together 













but it is not often brought into requisition 
by any except the professional sailor. 





For fastening a cable to an anchor or 
mooring ring, nothing is superior to the 
beautiful and ship-shape Fisherman’s Bend 
(Fig. 4), one of the most perfect knots 
ever devised for a definite purpose. In 
making this knot it is generally wise to 
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seize the loose end to the standing part as 
shown in the drawing. 

The Timber Hitch (Fig. 5) is a good 
method of making fast to a log which it 
may be desired to tow through the water, 
to the limb of a tree, or other such use. It 
does not readily slip. 





To make a boat’s painter fast to a post 
or ring, two Half Hitches (Fig. 6), or a 
Clove Hitch (Fig. 7), may be used: if the 
latter, the end may be once again swung 





over the standing part and passed inside 
to hang down. 





The angler has need of the knowledge of 
a great variety of knots if he is ambi- 
tious to do good work. Yet there are 
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many good anglers who are sadly defi- 

cient in this interesting and important 

branch of the gentle art, and whom an 

accident on the stream renders almost help- 

less owing to their ignorance of practical 

methods of making repairs. 
Probably the most useful knot for the 

angler will be found to be the Leader or 

Water Knot (Fig. 8). This is used in join- | 

ing the strands of a gut leader, and if cor- 
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rectly tied, after the gut has been sof- 





tened in warm water or in the mouth, it is 
security itself. To supplement the drawing 
it may be added that this knot really con- 
sists of two separate knots, tied with the 
short ends of each strand around the oth- 
er strand, just loosely enough to permit 
of drawing the long strand through freely. 
The ends of the single knots are then 
drawn up snug and firm, the knots drawn 
closely together, and the ends cut off close. 


In forming a loop at the end of a line, 
to receive the leader, or in forming a loop 
in the leader itself there are two knots in 
popular use. That shown in Figure g—and 
its name, if it ever had any, has escaped 
my memory—is perhaps the most frequent- 
ly used. But my preference for this work 
always has been the Bowline (Fig. 1), and 
I am glad to note that it is being largely 
adopted for such use by leading tackle 
makers. 

To join a strand of gut to the shank of 
a hook, or to wrap a guide to a rod, a 
knowledge of the Invisible Knot (Fig. 10) 
is essential. A word of description may 
again aid the reader in mastering this 
very important knot. We will assume that 
he has been wrapping around to the right. 
When he desires to end the job he holds 
the last wrapping he has made between 
finger and thumb of his left hand, and with 
the right continues several, say four or 
more, very loose windings. Then he pass- 
es the end of the winding back under the 
loose extra wrapping. Now taking up the 
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loose wrapping he draws it tight over the 
end and carries it, tight, around and around 
until all the wrappings are drawn tight. 
Then he takes the end which has been 
wrapped over and pulls it through and 
under the wrappings, cutting it off close. 
Where such a binding is made at the tip of 
a rod or near a ferrule it is clear that the 





preliminary wrappings are unnecessary and 
that the end of the wrapping, silk or line, 
may be simply doubled back and wrapped 
over, the end of the rod allowing for thg 
twisting. 

In view of the increasing popularity of 
the turn-down-eyed hook for both fly and 
bait fishing, a few methods of fastening the 
gut to the hook may well be included in 
this series, especially since the writer is a 
firm convert to the practical merit and eco- 
nomical worth of this form of hook. The 
simplest fastening is known as the Jam 
Knot (Fig. 11), and is formed as follows: 


Tne, >) 
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hold the fly with the left hand, push two or 
three inches of the gut line through the 
eye of the hook in the direction of the hook 
bend. Let go the fly, and with a short end 
of the gut make a slip knot around the line. 
Do not draw the slip knot quite tight, but 
leave it open enough to pass over the metal 
eye of the hook. Now pull on the main line 


until the slip knot passes over the eye and 
on further tightening the line the jam knot 
forms itself. 
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The Half Hitch Jam Knot (Fig. 12) is 
an excellent attachment for a bare hook 
with a turn down eye, and the drawing 
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renders any description unnecessary. It 
might be added that the gut ought not to 
be cut off too close. 

The Double Slip Knot (Fig. 13) is in- 
tended for salmon and grilse hooks and is 
much more elaborate and secure than the 
preceding knots. 

This furnishes the angler and sportsman 


AQ 
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with an ample assortment of reliable and 
efficient knots for a considerable variety 
of uses. But since superstition is rife 
among the Walton fraternity we would 
better invite a fourteenth guest to join the 
circle, and it may well be the famous old 


a i a 
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Reef Knot, which every man, or woman 
either, who has ever set foot in a sail boat, 
or ever expects to, ought to master on 
the spot. It will be found useful in a va- 
riety of ways wherever rope is used. 

May the reader find these knots good 
friends and true in all the happy exper- 
iences of life in pursuit of fin, fur, or feath- 
er, and may every one of them hold as firm 
as that other knot which our ministerial 
brethren are so fond of tying. 
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LOG BOOK OF THE SCHOONER “PRIVATEER,” TWENTY TONS 


BY JOHN T. GRANGER 


APTAIN, Brainard Ball; Crew, Will 
Ball; Cook, Charles Ball, all of Buffalo, 
BR. Y. 

The cabin passengers who have chartered 
the Privateer for a trip through Florida Keys 
to Ft. Meyers and Punta Gorda on the west 
coast of Florida are Edward vom Hofe and 
John T. Granger, of New York City. 

We sailed from Miami, Biscayne Bay, Flor- 
ida, at ten o’clock a.m., with a fresh breeze 
from the n.w. Just before sailing, Dr. R. V. 
Pierce, of Buffalo, who sailed a_ three 
months’ cruise the previous year with the 
Ball brothers, came aboard to visit them and 
to call upon us. He arrived in Miami har- 
bor during the night in his steam house- 
boat, Whim Wham. We went to anchor 
at dark in Czsar’s Creek, a noted fishing 
ground where tarpon are plentiful later in 
the season. 

Old Czsar was a noted pirate of days gone 
by and the rock was pointed out where orig- 
inally were two heavy ring bolts just on the 
edge of deep water. Here Cesar used to tie 
up his ships, attach ropes to the tops of the 
masts, run them ‘through these ring bolts 
and keel the ships over so he could scrape 
the barnacles from their bottoms. 

The schooner Privateer was built by Ball 
Brothers especially for cruising in these wa- 
ters, and is a very roomy and comfortable 
boat. She is fifty feet in length, fifteen feet 
beam, and draws but two feet of water. We 
have two good spring cots in the cabin and 
the dining table is also there, folding up 
against the forward partition. The beds 
should also be made to fold and they have 
promised that next year it shall be done. 
This would give a very comfortable cabin. 
A small stateroom on the starboard side has 
two beds and could be made comfortable for 
two, thus making good room for six persons. 

SATURDAY, MARCH 26TH 

We have explored the various creeks and 
shallows around Czsar’s Creek in small boats, 
Icoking for tarpon but finding them not, but 
picking up several good sized fish of other 
varieties. About ten o’clock we set sail for 
the bone fishing grounds in Cards Sound, 
where we arrived about noon. After dinner 
we set out for bone fish and Mr. vom Hofe 
and I each caught one. I had two others 
hooked but lost them. We enjoyed this fish- 





ing so much that we voted to remain here 
over night and try it again to-morrow. 

The bone fish is a very swift swimmer, 
darting hither and yon over the shallow flats, 
feeding always on the flood-tide and going 
out with the ebb. He is caught only in very 
shallow water and is very shy, darting away 
at the slightest noise. When he feeds he 
stands on his head and his tail sticks out of 
the water like a flag, and, as he is followed 
by these signs, the game partakes of the sport 
of hunting as well as fishing. 

The tackle we used is a very peculiar rig 
invented by the Ball brothers and called by 
Dr. Pierce “The Deadly Scheme.” As they 
feed only on the flats in which the water is 
less than eighteen inches deep, on which 
the grass grows ten inches or more, there 
must be found a way to keep the bait in sight, 
out of the grass, and this is accomplished 
by putting on a cork about eight inches above 
the bait of shedder crab. With a good sized 
slip sinker stopped about two feet above the 
cork this apparatus may be cast just in front 
of the fish as they are seen approaching. The 
moment one sees the bait, he grabs it sav- 
agely, and is off like a shot, demanding three 
hundred feet of line before he can be turned. 
Then begins a glorious conflict in which the 
fish is as likely as the man to be a winner. In 
fact, in my case it was the fish that came out 
ahead, for I landed only one-third of those 
I hooked. I commend the sport to my fish- 
ing friends. 

SUNDAY, MARCH 27TH 

On Card Banks fishing for bone fish, which 
we find to be the best fishing we have struck 
so.far. This fish is very gamy, and fights for 
every inch of line and every minute of time 
until he comes to the boat, and when he gets 
to the boat, he is virtually dead, fighting until 
the last moment of his life. 

I caught two large ones weighing about 
seven pounds each and had great sport with 
them. I “had on” three others but lost them. 
Still I had sport with them. Mr. vom Hofe 
caught three during the day, all large ones. 
In the afternoon, about two o’clock, we set 
sail and passed through Jim Fish Creek, a 
long narrow channel, about seventy-five feet 
wide and three-quarters of a mile long, 
fringed on each side by groves of mangrove 
trees. In the evening we reached the west 
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coast of Blackwater Bay where we anchored now about in the latitude of Key West, 


about four o’clock. Taking one of the small 
boats we passed up a creek to an interior lake 
where one of the Pindars had told Mr. Ball 
that we would find lots of tarpon, but we did 
not find any signs of them. So we concluded 
to lie here all night and get under way early 
in the morning. 
MONDAY, MARCH 28TH 

Got under way at 5.15 a.m., and sailed just 
half an hour when we ran ashore on the edge 
of deep water in Boggy Channel, and here 
we lay until 4.15 p.m., the vessel resisting 
all our efforts to get her afloat. But as the 
tide came in, she rested easier, and at 4.15 
we floated and made sail for Hammer Point, 
in Florida Bay, where we came to anchor 
about half-past six. During the day, while 
the ship was aground, Mr. vom Hofe ané@ I 
enjoyed good still fishing and trolling in the 
deep water of Boggy Channel, catching some 
large groupers and pompanos. Here we saw 
a queer sight. When I had hooked a large 
grouper and got him up near the boat, an- 
other, evidently his mate, swam close and 
followed him right up to the boat. My boat- 
man threw out another line, and in a moment 
hooked the second fish. We got the first 
one into the boat and I then took the rod 
to play the second one, but without success, 
as he got under the rocks and broke my 
tackle. Mr. vom Hofe hooked a large lady 
fish which jumped almost into his boat. The 
next jump he shook the hook and got away. 

TUESDAY MORNING, MARCH 20TH 

Got under way at 5.15 a.m. and ran ten 
miles to Cotton Key where we stopped half 
an hour to get a lot of large Florida craw- 
fish, sometimes called spiney lobsters, said 
to be very good eating. We will know later. 
We found a lobster boat from Key West 
netting these crustaceans at a great rate, get- 
ting a boat load in a few casts of a long 
seine. They take them to Key West and 
sell them to fishermen for bait, getting five 
cents for large ones and two and a half cents 
each for small ones. The Ball brothers tell 
me that they propose next year to start a 
lobster propagative station on one of their 
ragged keys, and believe they can make a 
good thing of it as they propagate rapidly 
and can be sold at a good price to the hotels. 

Leaving Cotton Key about eight o’clock, 
we went aground on one of the long, low 
points so frequently found in the bogs, but 
soon got off and started on our course toward 
Cape Sable. 

At nine o’clock we passed to the northward 
of Alligator Light, one of a series of light- 
houses stretching along these Keys from 
Jupiter Inlet to the Texas coast. We are 


which lies some seventy miles to the west- 
ward. The sail between these Keys and 
through little narrow shallow guts is intense- 
ly interesting as well as exciting. The 
weather is lovely, the wind fair and alto- 
gether we vote these ideal waters for cruis- 
ing, resting, and general enjoyment. The 
open ocean and the Gulf Stream may be seen 
through open cuts between the islands, and 
there is just roll enough to give pleasant mo- 
tion without so far inducing sea-sickness, 
I eat well and sleep well, going early to bed 
and rising early, our usual hour for break- 
fast being half-past six. A salt water sponge 
bath on deck the moment I leave my bed 
refreshes and invigorates me. We have din- 
ner at half-past twelve, supper at six, and 
then sit on deck enjoying conversation and 
fishing stories until bed time, which we find 
to be always before nine o’clock. We go 
to anchor at dark under protection of some 
key. We have tested the crawfish lobster and 
found them fine. Mr. vom Hofe thinks they 
are far superior to ordinary northern lob- 
sters. A ten o’clock lunch with a bottle 
of beer comes pretty near proving that he is 
about right. 

Eleven o’clock. We have just made the 
turn around the sandy keys of the south end 
of Florida and have started up the west coast, 
still sailing in Florida Bay. 

Noon. We have just raised Cape Sable 
and the mainland of Florida. 

One o’clock. We are just abreast of Sandy 
Key, near where occurred the dreadful ac- 
cident to Collier’s party, in which were 
drowned three of his sons and the entire 
Nichols family of Bridgeport, Conn. 

Two twenty o’clock. We are now off the 
Sandy Key beach of Cape Sable and in sight 
of the southernmost portion of the mainland 
of the United States. 

Two thirty o’clock. We are now in the 
Gulf of Mexico getting the long swell that 
comes from the ocean on the east and south. 
We are skirting the long low sandy-shell 
beach of Cape Sable, which for miles has 
been pre-empted by the Waddell Brothers, 
bankers, of Key West and Miami, one of 
them being the mayor of Key West. They 
set out the beach to cocoanuts and the trees 
are now in bearing. Several small houses 
on the beach are in plain sight, and heavy 
smoke from fires, either in the Everglades or 
from charcoal burners on the coast. 

Three fifteen o’clock. We are now passing 
a cocoanut grove and a small house, inhab- 
ited by what the boys call the “fat Irishman,” 
an old fellow who lives all alone miles from 
any habitation. He is building a boat on the 
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beach (which may be plainly seen with the 
glass), from pieces of driftwood which he 
has picked up near by. 

Five fifteen o’clock. We have just dropped 
anchor at the mouth of the Sable River, 
shown on the chart only as an indentation in 
the coast, but really being the mouth, or con- 
fluence, of three deep rivers coming in from 
the Everglades. We see plenty of tarpon 
rolling in the bay formed by the mouth of 
the rivers, and shall go out up the creek 
to get bait and try for the big fish. 

Five forty-five o’clock. We have been up 
the river, caught some redfish and sea trout 
for bait and are ready for the tarpon. But 
the mosquitoes! Oh, my! The moment the 
sun went down they came out in thousands 
and actually drove us into the boat. We 
have shut up all openings and shall stifle in 
the cabin all the evening and night. Before 
sundown we trolled a while for tarpon but 
without success, though they are around us 
and in sight every few minutes. While troll- 
ing I hooked and landed a four-foot sand 
shark. 

This day we have sailed altogether about 
fifty miles, a very good record. 

WEDNESDAY, MARCH 30TH 

The mosquitoes all left us as the sun came 

out and we started early to fish for tarpon, 


both trolling and still fishing, and, though we 
see them every few minutes, they refuse to 


take our bait. It is very annoying to have 
come this far after them, found them, but 
cannot catch them. 

Eleven thirty o’clock a.m. Gave it up for 
the morning and came in to rest. 

One thirty o’clock p.m. We are going up 
the river to fish for channel bass and big 
fish. 

Two forty-five o’clock. Caught plenty of 
big fish up the river, including three fine 
Spanish mackerel, which we will have for 
supper. 

Three thirty o’clock. Going out again to 
try for tarpon. Up the river they were roll- 
ing and playing by the dozen but no bait 
reaches them. 

Six o’clock. Sundown. No tarpon, but 
millions of mosquitoes, and again we are 
driven to the hot and stuffy cabin. 

Eight o’clock. We have held council and 
decided to give it up here and sail early in 
the morning for Marco. And now to bed. It 
is too hot to read and the cabin cools off as 
soon as the lamps are out. Luckily we have 
no mosquitoes in the cabin, or at least very 
few—not enough to bother us. 

THURSDAY, MARCH 3IST 

Got under way at five o’clock a.m. with a 

very light breeze from the eastward but hard- 


ly enough to fill our sails and make sure 
that we are moving. 

Eleven thirty o’clock. The wind has fresh- 
ened and we are now bowling along at good 
speed. We have just met and passed quite 
closely the schooner yacht Mischief, of 
Tampa, with a family on board. 

Two o'clock. Wind still holds and we 
are now abreast of Pavillion Key, passing 
what are here known as the Ten Thousand 
Islands. 

Four forty-five o’clock. Anchored for the 
night in a lovely natural harbor near Sand Fly 
Pass. Went out trolling among the islands. 
Hooked one large shark but it was too much 
trouble to play him, so hauled him up close 
aboard where he could break the tackle and 
get away. Caught some fine Spanish mackerel 
and groupers. Sailed to-day about thirty- 
five miles, 

FRIDAY MORNING, APRIL IST 

Left Miami one week ago to-day and I am 
naturally anxious to get into some port 
where I can learn the news of the day and 
get mail from home. “These be troublous 
times and anxious.” We may get to Marco 
some time to-day, but the wind is very light 
and almost ahead. We got under way at 
4.30 and now at 10.30 have just passed the 
house of one Gomez, said to be one hundred 
and eighteen years old. 

Twelve thirty p. m. We have just passed 
Cape Romano and are bearing through the 
channel for Caxembus Pass. Came to an- 
chor about three o’clock. 

We find here a Mr. Napier of New York, 
in the naphtha launch Sarah F., and he of- 
fers to take us out to-morrow to a place 
where yesterday he caught two tarpon. We 
have called upon a Mr. Ludlow, from Spring- 
field, Ohio, who, with his son, has a large 
pineapple plantation here. We catch here in 
bottom fishing, a few fine sheepshead and 
plenty of catfish. 

SATURDAY, APRIL 2D 

We started out early this morning in tow 
of Mr. Napier’s launch for a day’s tarpon 
fishing. Mr. Ludlow and his son are with us, 
so that, as soon as we get to the water, about 
four miles from where we are anchored, we 
shall have five boats out. 

The result of the day’s fishing is no tarpon, 
plenty of sharks, and everybody dead tired 
out. One of our boys, and pilot Dave 
Knowles, from the launch, were out all night 
for mullet for bait, so we are well provided 
in that respect. But while we see plenty of 
tarpon rolling all around us, they refuse to 
take the bait, at least hard enough to get 
hooked. I “had on” a small one, and Mr. 
Ludlow and Mr. Napier each claim two or 
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three jumps apiece. My sole capture during 
the day was a shark six feet eight inches 
long, weighing considerably over 100 pounds. 
I tired him out in about an hour and then 
we hauled him out on the beach and gaffed 
him. Then we cut out his jaw and I shall 
bring it home with me as a trophy. Starting 
home about half-past four, the launch 
grounded about half way home and Mrs. 
Napier was most dreadfully frightened; but 
as the boat seemed to rest easy, there was no 
real danger. We went on in our small boats 
to the schooner and in about two hours the 
launch came safely down and anchored near 
us. We went to bed a very tired lot. 
SUNDAY, APRIL 3D 

We gave orders last night that we should 
get under way very early and run for Masco, 
Collier’s place, about four miles from our 
yesterday’s anchorage, and at 4.45 o'clock 
a.m. we started, and as soon as we came out 
of the cove where we had lain, we struck 
a very heavy wind and rough sea, which 
tossed us about considerably, so I did not get 
up until we were safely at anchor in Marco 
harbor about 7.30 o’clock. After breakfast 
we went ashore and called on Mrs. Collier 
at the hotel. The hotel is built upon a shell 


mound; absolutely the whole island is noth- 


ing but shells of various kinds. Yet it seems 
to be prolific, and produces all kinds of trop- 
ical fruits and vegetables, although as usual, 
there is nothing to be bought of the natives 
except canned goods, and I am getting tired 
of them. On the dock for Mr. Napier are 
eight hundred pounds of ice and a box con- 
taining four live chickens from Fort Meyers. 
We have arranged for bait and shall try the 
tarpon fishing to-morrow. Mr. Mourning, 
of Louisville, Kentucky, caught two here on 
Thursday last, and Mrs. Stagg caught three 
one day last month, fishing right off the stern 
of her schooner Tarpon. We continue to 
see them jumping and rolling all about us. 
I hope to have some luck to-morrow. We 
catch here plenty of fire sheepshead for the 
table and get some native oysters which are 
just passable. 

At this place two winters previous, Mr. 
Cushing of Zuni fame, made a great find of 
Indian relics which are now in the Smith- 
sonian Institution at Washington. 

Six o’clock. A boat from Mr. Napier has 
just come in with a message to us saying that 
his launch has got into shallow water on her 
way up here to-day, and is now lying disabled 
in Caxembus Pass, and he asks that we let 
our vessel come down there in the morn- 
ing and tow her up to Marco, where she 
may go on the ways for repairs. This we 
are ready to do, and we will remain here 
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with the small boats and fish for tarpon while 
the vessel goes to the relief of the launch, 
The wind is rising and it promises to be a 
rough night. 

MONDAY, APRIL 4TH 

We were all up before five this morning 
and had our breakfast at 5.30 so as to let 
the boys take the schooner down to Caxem- 
bus Pass after Mr. Napier and his launch. 
We went ashore intending to get bait and 
go fishing but soon after we got ashore it 
set in rainy and we decided to give up fish- 
ing until the weather cleared. 

About half-past nine our schooner returned 
with the launch in tow. Mr. Napier, finding 
he had a fair wind, had rigged a sail on the 
launch and came about half way up before 
our boys met him. As soon as the Falcon 
came off the ways, his boat was put on and 
soon repaired and they passed us in the after- 
noon bound for Key West, where he ships 
the launch on a steamer and carries her north 
to use on the waters of Barnegat Bay, near 
his home at Belmar, New Jersey. We fished 
all] this afternoon with no success to speak 
of. 

This morning Captain Collier came in from 
Key West with the schooner Speedwell, 
“the unfortunate boat,” as he calls her. We 
looked her over and decided that she was 
far superior in point of room and accommo- 
dations to our own Privateer. She brings a 
cargo of groceries for his boatyard and hotel. 
The Specdwell, as soon as she discharges, 
will take on a cargo of alligator hides, skins 
and furs of all kinds and sail for Tampa. 

TUESDAY, APRIL 5TH 

This has been our best fishing day so far 
for we were up and at it early, and before 
noon Mr. vom Hofe had landed a fine tar- 
pon of seventy-four pounds, and I had struck 
one and had him jumping when my tackle 
parted and I lost him. 

In the.afternoon I struck another fish and 
made him jump, but did not have him well 
hooked and lost him also. The fish are here 
and we will stay until we capture them. 

After we took the scales from my big tar- 
pon, Collier’s brother-in-law took possession 
of the carcass and cut it up for distribution 
to the help, who salt it down for future use. 
Mr. vom Hofe had some steaks cut from his 
fish, fried, and served at dinner last night. 
I ate of it and found it coarse but not at all 
bad eating. 

MARCO, FLORIDA, WEDNESDAY, APRIL 6TH 

This has been my day of days, for I have 
killed my tarpon and he is a beauty. But, 
oh! what a wreck I am! For he pulled us 
all over the bay for nearly an hour and all 
my muscles are stiff and sore and my thumbs 
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a sight to behold with blood all under the 
nails from pressing on the reel; but J got 
him! He measured six feet two inches in 
length, two feet nine inches in girth and 
weighed one hundred and twenty pounds. I 
must have hooked him soon after nine o’clock 
and it was half-past ten before we got him 
on board the schooner. It was lucky we 
landed him just when we did for the snood 
was nearly bitten off and would not have 
withstood much longer. 

In the afternoon, we took the fish in to the 
dock and weighed him on Collier’s warehouse 
scales where he pulled it down to the tune 
of one hundred and twenty pounds, much 
the largest fish that has been killed here this 
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season. The boys rigged up a derrick with 
a block and tackle, hoisted him into position 
and Mr. vom Hofe made two pictures of him 
with me by his side, but he overtops me 
considerably. Mrs. Collier came down to see 
him and then went back to the house for her 
mother, quite proud that such a fine fish 
should have been taken in front of her hotel. 
THURSDAY, APRIL 7TH 

The head wind still continues and this 
morning the weather opened up cold with 
clouds threatening rain. We went out for 
tarpon but soon found it was too cold for 
them as they did not show themselves above 
the water as they usually do. So we soon 


gave it up and came back to the schooner. 
I caught and killed one fairly good shark and 
Mr. vom Hofe did likewise, but as we are 
not shark fishing, we were not satisfied. I 
do not think I have mentioned in my nar- 
rative that since we have been here, Mr. 
vom Hofe has hooked two very large sharks 
that towed him all over the bay and staid 
with him until he had to cut them loose. 
They are no joke. 

This afternoon we went down the beach 
to fish in the surf for channel bass and caught 
some fine ones. We just stand on the beach 
and cast far out in the surf and surely get 
something at every cast. My first fish was a 
large pompano, weighing at least twelve 
pounds. As he was not hurt after we landed 
him, we let him go, as we did most of the fish 
we caught, saving only the best food fishes. 
We had one large channel bass stuffed and 
baked for dinner to-night and he was fine, 
retaining all his good flavor from being 
cooked just as he came out of the water. 

The wind has shifted to the eastward and 
the sea has gone down considerably, and, 
unless something unexpected occurs, we will, 
in the morning early, set sail for Punta 
Rassa and hope to reach there by evening. 

FRIDAY, APRIL 8TH 

We left Marco at half-past five this morning 
in a very heavy wind and rough sea. Of course 
I soon became deathly seasick and had a 
good heaveup, which doubtless did me good. 
At twelve o’clock, the wind had shifted so 
as to knock down the heavy sea, and as we 
rode more quietly, I ventured to get up and 
dress myself just in time to be in sight of 
Sanabel Island Light, some ten miles on the 
lee bow. By two o’clock the wind had died 
away to what the boys call a “glass-eye” 
calm and we rocked about for two hours 
until, at four o’clock, a good breeze sprang 
up and it is now carrying us on to Punta 
Rassa which we ought to reach by 5.30 
o'clock. The breeze we now have would 
have carried us over the forty miles from 
Marco in about half a day. Mr. vom Hofe 
has stood the sail very well and was not at 
all seasick, although he did not get up until 
after nine o’clock and had his breakfast about 
eleven. As I had eaten nothing all day, we 
had our dinner about four o’clock and now 
I feel very much refreshed and rested. 

SATURDAY, APRIL OTH 

We lay in Punta Rassa all night and this 
morning started up the Caloosahatchie River 
in the row boats in search of tarpon, but 
they would not bite nor even show them- 
selves, so we returned early to the schooner, 
and, directly after dinner, set sail for Meyers, 
but as the wind was against us, we did not 
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get in until half-past five o’clock. On the 
way up we passed the Edison cottage, also 
McGreggor’s place and his yacht, the Whim, 
lying in front of his dock. Edison has not 
been here for several years but McGreggor 
spends several months of each year either 
here or cruising in his yacht. Mrs. McGreg- 
gor is the only lady member of the Biscayne 
Bay Yacht Club. 

We spent the evening wandering about the 
town of Fort Meyers which has wonderfully 
improved since I was here two years ago. 
Here I met W. Ashley Jones of Louisville, 
Kentucky, who ranks with Mr. Halloway 
as one of the greatest tarpon fishers in the 
country. Also Mr. Fisher of Chicago, Mr. 
Hunter of New York, Mr. Edwards of the 
Brooklyn Eagle, Mr. Isaacs, editor of the 
Fort Meyers Press, Mr. Washburn, the deale? 
in fishing tackle and Mr. Williams, the pho- 
tographer. 

SUNDAY, APRIL IOTH 

A lovely summer morning and I am not 
at home to go to church with my family as 
I hoped to be when I left them at St. Augus- 
tine. But I have made up my mind, based 
upon the despatches received here during last 
night, that I will start for home and I have 
so informed Mr. vom Hofe and the Ball 
brothers. I will go on the boat that leaves 
here to-morrow morning which will put me 
into Punta Gorda some time in the afternoon, 
and I will then take the first direct train 
for Washington. 
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Mr. vom Hofe was my guest at dinner to- 
night at the Fort Meyers Hotel, and we part 
to-morrow. My bill with Ball Brothers for 
the seventeen days out including bait, liquid 
and solid, is $146.77 which is really very 
reasonable. 

MONDAY, APRIL IITH 


Settled with the Ball brothers and at six 
o’clock took the steamer St. Lucie for Punta 
Gorda. 

Reached Punta Gorda about four o’clock 
and went up to the hotel only to find that it 
had been closed for two weeks or more and 
no one there to receive or forward mail, so 
I went to the post office and there found a 
pocketful of letters and an armful of news- 
papers which should have followed me, but 
nothing of any late date either from home or 
from New York. About five o’clock I left 
on the train for Lakeland, over about the 
roughest, slowest road I ever saw. 

Reached Lakeland at half-past eight with 
an hour to wait for a through train, so wan- 
dered about the town and tried to keep cool 
until the train came along, when I got a good 
berth in the sleeper and am at last fairly 
started for home. 


WEDNESDAY, APRIL I3TH 


Arrived in Washington on time, 7.41 
o’clock a.m., and home to early breakfast, 
and looking back over it all, I conclude that 
the trip was highly enjoyable. 
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HAD the pleasure of attending the an- 
I nual meeting and banquet of the 
Brown’s Tract Guides’ Association at 
Old Forge, N. Y., on January 8th. I do not 
recall ever having been present at any as- 
semblage of woodsmen or sportsmen which 
was more impressive or more delightfully 
enjoyable. 
As everybody knows who has had the 





a steaming array of venison steak, fried 
trout, Johnny-cake, rice-pudding and Java 
coffee. 

But it is as friends and protectors of the 
wild game and the forests that they have 
earned the greatest credit and the warmest 
esteem of all Adirondackers; for nobody now 
questions the fact that this little band of 
earnest woodsmen is doing a greater amount 





HUNTING CAMP IN 


good fortune to sojourn in that portion of 
the Adirondacks known as ‘the John Brown’s 
Tract, lying between the Beaver River and 
West Canada Creek, and immediately sur- 
rounding the Fulton Chain of Lakes, the 
Brown’s Tract Guides’ Association comprises 
as splendid a body of woodsmen, as hardy, 
resolute and honest a set of men, as ever 
backed a boat over a North Woods carry or 
tickled the palate of a city-bred epicure with 





TILE ADIRONDACKS 


of practical good in proportion to their num- 
bers, in the way of protecting the game, 
birds, fish and forests of the Adirondacks 
than any other organization of sportsmen in 
the State. It was only in 1808 that the As- 
sociation was formed, by some fifty of the 
guides of the Southwestern Adirondacks, 
with the object of securing better protection 
for the game in their locality, but during 
these five years its name and fame has gone 
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IN FULL WINTER 
forth to every corner of the State—and far 
beyond the State. 

It was a revelation and an inspiration to 
sit in the big, comfortable office of the his- 
toric Forge House, where the meeting was 
held, and observe the manly, grizzled woods- 
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men, who had gathered there from all the 
ends of the great Tract represented by the 
Association (some 1,500 square miles in ex- 
tent), conduct their meeting. It was a reve- 
lation to any, if such there were present, who 
believed that a guide could not be as true a 
lover of the game and the forests as any of 
his brothers from the cities, and equally as 
active in their protection; it was an inspira- 
tion to listen to the sound, common-sense 
discussions in which they engaged and to 
note the practical business-like manner in 
which their business was dispatched. 

The report of the Committee on Resolu- 
tions was received and adopted with the ex- 
ception of the resolution prohibiting the 
shooting of does. In lieu of this a resolu- 
tion was passed recommending that no per- 
son be allowed to shoot more than one deer 
in a season. The report of the Committee 
was as follows: 

“To the Officers and Members of the 
Brown’s Tract Guides’ Association: 
“Your committee hereby offer the follow- 

ing preamble and resolutions and move their 

adoption, viz.: 

“TI. Whereas, The Brown’s Tract Guides’ 
Association was organized by about fifty 
of the leading guides of that section for the 
purpose of protecting the fish, forest and 
game of the Adirondacks. They were en- 
couraged in this undertaking by all true 
sportsmen and law-abiding citizens who 
loved the forests and native inhabitants of 
the woods and waters. They were led to 
this action by practical knowledge of the 
rapid destruction of fish and game, both in 
and out of season, in this region, and fully 
realizing that some radical measure must be 
taken to prevent the wanton destruction of 
this most noble game and sport. They have 
banded themselves together to prevent, as 
far as lies within their power, its rapid and 
unlawful destruction by irresponsible per- 
sons, market and pot hunters. And 

“Whereas, During the past season the As- 
sociation has been instrumental in placing 
in the Adirondacks five elk, thus showing 
their interest in propagating and preserving 
the game of the forests, it is earnestly urged 
that the public show its appreciation of this 
action by aiding in every possible way to pre- 
serve them from destruction, whether by the 
acts of lawless pot hunters or others who 
would depopulate the woods of these and all 
other noble specimens that are _ _— of 
all true sportsmen. Therefore be 

“Resolved, That it is the sense i this As- 
sociation and meeting that the State should 
increase the number of Game Protectors and 
assign more protectors for the forest pre- 
serve. 

“II. Resolved, That this Association con- 
demn buoy or anchor fishing and_respect- 
fully request the Legislature to pass a law 
prohibiting fishing buoys or anchors in 
waters inhabited by trout within the forest 
preserve. 
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“III. Resolved, That this Association rec- 
ommend the close season of wild deer from 
November 1 to August 31, both inclusive. 

“TV. Whereas, In five years past many 
men have been mistaken for deer and shot; 


nd 
, “Whereas, Hunters and sportsmen in their 
eager pursuit of deer have not used sufficient 
precaution to distinguish the difference be- 
tween deer and men; and 

“Whereas, The time has come when radi- 
cal measures must be taken for the further 
protection of the deer in the forests, which 
are fast being depleted; therefore, be it 

“Resolved, And this Association most 
strenuously urges that no doe or female 
deer shall be killed at any time within the 
forest preserve. 

“V. Resolved, That this Association con- 
demn the sale of deer, venison, partridge, 
grouse, woodcock or quail; also brook or 
lake trout taken from the inland waters of 
this State, except the sale of live fish or 
game raised in confinement for the purpose 
of stocking or restocking the inland forests 
or waters. 

“VI. Resolved, That the close season for 
black bear shall be from May 1 to September 
30, both inclusive. 

“VII. Whereas, There is much talk on the 
appropriation by the State of from twenty to 
eighty millions of dollars for the enlargement 
and improvement of the canals of this State; 
whereas such improvement and enlargement 
would call for a much greater supply of 
water for their operation; therefore, be it 

Resolved, That it is the sense of this As- 
sociation and meeting that the Legislature 
appropriate sufficient funds to purchase lands 
in the Adirondacks to the end that the sup- 
ply may be increased and not diminished by 
the cutting away of the forests. 

“VIII. Whereas, The question of lumber- 
ing the State lands within the forest preserve 
is now being discussed; and 

“Whereas, This, in our judgment, not only 
means the destruction of the forests, but the 
destruction of the water supply of the State 
as well; therefore, be it 

“Resolved, That this Association most 
strenuously protests against lumbering or 
cutting timber from the State land. 

“IX. Whereas, Section 176 of the game 
laws of the State gives to the State game 
protectors the right to search without a 
warrant and withholds from the special pro- 
tectors appointed by the State; and, 

“Whereas, The special protectors are much 
hampered in their work by their inability 
to make such search without a warrant, 

“Resolved, That the right of search with- 
out warrant be given to the State protectors 
by law, and should also be extended to the 
special game protector.” 

The following officers were elected for 
1903: President, Richard Crego; Vice-Presi- 
dent, Garie Riggs; Secretary and Treasurer, 
A. M. Church; Executive Committee: H. 
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D. Grant, Boonville; David Charbonneau, 
Oid Forge; John Hynes, Honnedaga; D. R. 
Ainsworth, Jr., Big Moose; Francis A. 
Youngs, Petrie’s Corners; William Stell, 
White Lake Corners; John E. Ball, Old 
Forge. 

After the business meeting the guides, 
associate members and invited guests, to the 
number of four hundred, partook of the 
bounteous banquet spread by Manager Philo 
Wood of the Forge House. Hon. H. D. 
Grant, the veteran guide and boat builder 
of Boonville, superintendent of the Adiron- 
dack League Club’s 90-acre preserve, pre- 
sided. A number of addresses were deliv- 
ered by associate members and the big, good- 
humored assemblage was greatly amused by 
Guide David Charbonneau’s laughable stories 
of backwoods experiences. 

Some of the young folks indulged in a 
bit of the “light fantastic” until the “wee 
sma’ hours,” a large number of the Associa- 
tion’s guests being ladies. 

Altogether, it was an occasion that will 
long remain a most pleasant memory with 
everyone who was fortunate enough to have 
attended. 

* * * 

At the eleventh annual meeting of the 
Adirondack Guides’ Association, held at Sar- 
anac Lake on January 20th, the following of- 
ficers were elected for 1903: Honorary Pres- 
ident, Frank E. Kendall, M.D.; President, 
Peter A. Solomon; Secretary, Frank Vos- 
burgh; Treasurer, B. R. Moody; Vice-Presi- 
dents: George Garwood, Saranac Lake; Wm. 
J. Young, Lake Placid; E. W. Dustin, Paul 
Smith’s; Geo. C. Derby, Saranac Inn; Lu- 
cian Trisn, Duane; Edward Cullen, Long 
Lake; J. H. Waddle, Blue Mountain Lake; 
E. J. Chase, Newcomb. 

The following committee was appointed to 
secure exhibits and features for the 1904 
Sportsman’s Show: Frank Vosburgh, John 
Benham, Henry Kingman and William 
Young. 

* * * 

The following, from the excellent Report 
of the State Forest, Fish and Game Com- 
mission for 1902, will doubtless prove a sur- 
prise to the numerous native and visiting 
hunters who, at the end of the recent open 
season, declared that the number of deer 
taken was less than in any other season dur- 
ing the past decade. As a matter of fact the 
number of deer estimated by the Commission 
to have been killed by hunters in the Adir- 
ondacks in 1902 is 6,770, as against 5,310 in 
1901 and 5,100 in 1900. The Report reads 
in part: 

“One of the very best evidences of the 
value of protection is furnished by the 
marked increase in the number of deer se- 
cured by hunters in the Adirondack region 
annually. In spite of all predictions to the 
contrary, the herds of deer have steadily 
grown; and although the army of hunters is 
continually increasing, as shown by the heavy 
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travel to the woods during the hunting sea- 
son, the inroads made yearly have not ap- 
preciably diminished the number of these 
animals within the State’s forest domain. In 
response to the continued demand of those 
interested in this subject, the Commission 
has collected, with the aid of the American 
and the National Express Companies, a 
record of the shipments made during the 
hunting season of 1902. These figures, and 
those of the two preceding years, are as 
follows: 


Year Carcasses Saddles Heads 
I estate in aie 1,020 89 95 
1901 1,062 103 12! 
1902 1,354 IIl3 193 





“From the increase in the number of car- 
casses shipped it will be seen that, in round 
numbers, about thirty per cent. more deer 
were secured by hunters in the Adirondacks 
during the season of 1902 than during the 
previous year. By following the generally 
accepted rule, that four deer are killed in the 
woods for every one shipped out by rail, 
the great increase in the returns secured by 
sportsmen as a result of protecting these 
animals will readily be seen. 

“These interesting statistics are furnished 
by Supt. John L. Van Valkenburgh of the 
American Express Company and Supt. T. L. 
Smith of the National Express Company, 
who vouch for the accuracy of the figures 
given.” 

** * 

The restoration of the moose and the elk 
to the Adirondack region, may be said, now, 
to be an accomplished fact. Upwards of fif- 
teen moose have already been purchased and 
liberated out of the $5,000 appropriation ob- 
tained for this purpose from the New York 
Legislature in 1901, and as it is known that 
others have escaped into the public forest 
from private game preserves in that region, 


there can be no question that fully a score 
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of these magnificent animals are roaming at 
will in the Adirondacks to-day. Early in 
the Spring, the Forest, Fish and Game Com- 
mission, who by the terms of the “Moose 
Restoration Bill” have been entrusted with 
the work of this picturesque and important 
work, will resume the liberation of moose, 
and within a year or two the number of 
moose in the Adirondack wilderness, in- 
cluding the natural increase within that time, 
will, in all probability, reach or exceed half 
a hundred. In five or ten years there should 
be several hundred moose at large. 

Forty-five more elk have been donated to 
the Adirondack forests. Forty of them have 
been contributed tc the cause by Mr. Wm. 
C. Whitney, who, it will be remembered, 
gave twenty-two to the State a year ago, 
Five have been placed in the North Woods 
through the kindness of Mr. William Dart, 
the pioneer Adirondack guide and proprietor 
of “Dart’s Camp” near Big Moose Lake. 
He is an enthusiastic advocate of the big 
game restoration project. Mr. Dart turned 
the elk over to the Brown’s Tract Guides’ 
Association, and that wide-awake and pro- 
gressive organization attended to the freight- 
ing of the elk into the Woods. The forty- 
five new arrivals, together with those liber- 
ated by the State in 1901, and those known 
to have been born in the woods last spring, 
bring the total number of elk ranging in the 
Adirondacks at present up to about eighty. 
There are a number of good friends of the 
Adirondacks who contemplate contributing 
additional elk in the near future, whose 
names I am not at liberty to mention at 
present. From time to time, as new ship- 
ments of elk are received in the North 
Woods, I shall continue to record the good 
news in these pages. Within five years there 
will be hundreds of wild elk in the Adiron- 
dacks. At least, so every good Adirondacker 
earnestly hopes. 


HARRY V. RADFORD 
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It rests upon every man of us who loves his gun, his game and his world, to teach high 
principles of sport everywhere and always, by personal influence of precept and example. 


Tue first step toward national supervis- 
jun of game species, a condition of affairs 
so ardently desired by all 
The Nation and true sportsmen, has been 
its Game taken. Straws show the di- 
rection of the wind; and the 
introduction of such a bill as the following 
into the United States Senate shows the 
decided trend of public opinion as well as 
the fact that the official ear—with one ex- 
ception—is keenly alert to its whispers. 
The bill, introduced by Senator Perkins, 
authorizes the President to set aside por- 
tions of national forest reserves as game 
reserves also, within whose limits all game 
of certain designated species shall be safe 
from pursuit or molestation of any kind. 
We hope this bill will pass. If it does, 
we can with certainty forecast executive 
approval for it. Thank Heaven, all states- 
men (and politicians) hailing from New 
York are not in league with the game 
butchers. 


A man who is too busy to rest soon 
wears out—FIELD AND STREAM rests 
him. 


Field and Stream Philosophy 


To BE or not to be—a prohibitive non- 
resident license. The wave of acute demen- 
tia that submerges legisla- 

The Maine Ques- tures periodically and leads 
tion them to pass those un-Amer- 
ican abominations that pre- 

vent non-resident gentlemen from shoot- 
ing and deliver over the game to resident 
law breakers and game butchers, has over- 
whelmed the aggregation of statesmen at 
Augusta. One member alone of the Com- 
mission, the Hon. C. E, Oak, has had the 
wisdom and courage to lift up his voice 
against the $25 license bill, whereby Maine 
will rob her own guests and crawl along in 
the wake of the arch sinner, West Virgin- 
la, whose county license is the crowning 


outrage. The call for such a license, we 
are sure, is manufactured. The registered 
guides and the keepers of resorts in the 
Maine woods surely are not so blind to 
their own interests as to take the surest 
method of canceling their engagements 
and ruining their business. Some men 
have axes to grind somewhere: the wood- 
pile harbors an Aethiop. To pass this 
law is the surest way to keep many men at 
home and to send many others to New 
3runswick, where hunting is perhaps bet- 
ter and but little more expensive. Pro- 
tests are pouring in from all quarters, 
within and without the State. We trust 
they will be heeded. What is a non-resi- 
dent license law meant to accomplish? Al- 
ways, in theory, it should aim to provide a 
fund for game protection. If prohibitive, 
it fails in this, as well as sets a premium 
on its own violation. 


If fishing interferes with business, 
Quit THE BUSINESS. 


Field and Stream Philosophy 


WE have repeatedly argued that the 
most efficient protection for game was to 
prohibit absolutely the sale 

Efficient Protec- of it. We congratulate the 
tion State of Ohio on a wise law 
forbidding the sale of that 

splendid game fish, the black bass, which 
is now almost extinct in Ohio waters. This 
species cannot be sold, exposed for sale 
or given away. If any one be hungry for 
them, perforce he must catch them with 
rod and reel, and a wasteful catch is pre- 
vented by the gift clause. This is wise 
legislation, and the principle will be more 
and more widely applied as time goes on. 
‘The ice is broken; and one concrete exam- 
ple of this kind of legislation will prove 
more potent among other lawmakers than 
any appeal by interested sportsmen or 
through the columns of scientific or sports- 
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men’s periodicals. The initial action must 
be secured by hard work in these ways, and 
the first law on these lines is a triumph. 
There is then a concrete precedent for the 
scientists and sportsmen to cite; and this 
lever energetically plied will move the in- 
ert mass. 


Some shooters land in jail, but not 
the ones who read FIELD AND 
STREAM. 


Field and Stream Philosophy 


WE note a recent dispatch from Salt Lake 
City setting forth the frightful plight of a 
large elk herd in the Jack- 
son’s Hole country. Ruthless 
pursuit, the criminal folly 
of a secret organization false- 
ly self-termed Benevolent and Protective, as 
well as the resistless march of civilization 
have joined their exterminating forces 
against these noble animals. Now the rem- 
nant is threatened by the elements them- 
selves. This is deplorable and we earnestly 
hope that, if not already too late, the States 
interested will make immediate provision for 
some measure of relief. We suggest appro- 
priations reimbursing farmers and_ cattle- 
men for forage which may be scattered where 
it will do the most good. We learn to our 
great gratification that one gentleman of the 
region has already so disposed of several hun- 
dred tons of hay and fodder at his own ex- 
pense, and that he is taking up subscriptions 
for continuing the humane work. May the 
longed-for thaw speedily come; yet even if 
the crust has disappeared at the time of going 
to press, immense losses must necessarily 
have occurred. Therefore, in the name of 
sport as well as in the name of science, to 
say nothing of the higher name of ordinary 
compassion, we urge the legislatures of the 
States still inhabited by the elk to provide 
funds for the care of elk in future during 
the severe winter months, and the proper ex- 
ecution of the laws provided for their pro- 
tection in and out of the shooting season. 
This being done, these noble animals can 
doubtless hold their own against the inroads 
of the legitimate, law-abiding sportsman. 


Save the Elk 


tvery man’s mind is a story book— 
FIELD AND STREAM prints the out- 
door chapters. 


Field and Stream Philosophy 


Poor little Beaver! His days on earth 
seem numbered unless active measures 
be at once taken for his pro- 

A Plea for the tection. Laws are, indeed, 


Beaver on the statute books which, 
; if enforced, would secure him 
in life, liberty and the pursuit of happi- 


ness; but such laws are practically dead 
letters for two reasons. They do not 
handle the subject in the right way; and as 
the beaver is not a game animal, sports- 


men’s clubs and associations pay little or 
no attention to him. The beaver has the 
misfortune to possess a suit of clothing 
which befits My Lady marvelously well, 
And so he has been harried and hunted 
for generations, until now the skins have 
become so rare that, though they fetch a 
high price, it is impossible in the United 
States to realize any steady revenue from 
them. If efficiently protected for a term of 
years, they would again become of some 
importance commercially; so _ that the 
very simplest principles of common busi- 
ness sense dictate the replenishment of a 
sadly impaired capital in order to realize 
a future interest. But the beaver is per- 
haps as useful alive as he is valuable dead. 
And it is decidedly to the interest of own- 
ers of tracts of land inhabited by him, to 
protect him, and even to introduce him and 
colonize him wherever he would flourish, 
The timber he destroys counts for nothing 
against the values created by his dams in 
storing up waters which by percolating 
through the'soil accessible to them form an 
irrigation agent of immense importance, as 
is proved by the abundant and luxuriant 
vegetation below and around these dams, 
Besides this, the presence of these dams 
prevents destructive erosions. The pro- 
tective laws therefore should be made more 
stringent, and should rigorously prohibit 
the use of traps. Against attacks from the 
open, the shyness of the beaver will go far 
towards defending him; but the deadly trap 
is his ruin. Lay a heavy penalty on the 
use or even possession of beaver traps, 
and many an active and useful colony will 
live and flourish again, where now a few 
dead stumps and swampy tussocks print the 
black record of extermination. 


You take twelve trips a year into the 
wilderness when you have FIELD AND 


STREAM in the house—costs dol- 
larnahalf. 
Field and Stream Philosophy 
Some New Jersey gunners are yawping 


for a longer open season; and the worst 

of it is that the vandals seem 
More Game Tink- sufficiently numerous and Z 

ering exercise sufficient “pull” 

compass their purpose. a 
islators are always willing to set aside re- 
ports of expért commissions to humor a 
few unruly constituents. We are told that 
though the commission is opposed on prin- 
ciple, “the July woodcock season is seen 
to be imperative.” Pray, why? Because a 
few murderers find pleasure in extermin- 
ating the weak young of a defenseless mi- 
grant species impossible to restock. We are 
then told that August is to be a close 
month for them. Logical, truly. Kill off 
the woodcock when the young can scarcely 
fly and when the parents are weak from 
the enforced strain of incubation and 
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brood raising; and then, when a bit of 
strength has been gained and protection is 
not needed, close the season. What folly! 
The woodcock should be protected more 
rigidly than the quail. Quail can be re- 
stored to depleted covers most readily: 
when the woodcock is gone, he is gone 
forever. Also we hear naught about the 
suppression of spring shooting of water- 
fowl and waders. Maine is worrying her- 
self over a non-resident license law. It is 
claimed that the better class of sportsmen 
are clamoring for it. This is false on the 
face of it. Only the better class of sports- 
men go to Maine, if by “better class” we 
mean those of some financial standing. 
Others cannot get there; and we confess 
that we have never yet heard any class of 
men clamoring to be taxed. It is fair to 
presume that a great proportion of non- 
resident hunters in Maine hail from New 
York and Boston, and we are asked to be- 
lieve that a body of men so active in swear- 
ing off taxes at home, clamor for their im- 
position abroad. Moreover, non-resident 
hunters are not the game destroyers. It is 
the more or less ignorant or vicious native 
always who annihilates the game so zeal- 
ously protected against the law-observing 
gentleman sportsman. No; the reason for 
this call for a non-resident tax is simply the 
contagiousness of all forms of asinine folly 
The State pendulums are swinging to the 
license side now, not with any purpose of 
protecting game, but solely to “get square” 
with their neighbors. Non-resident hunters’ 
licenses are nothing but a series of “spite 
walls,” and accomplish just about as much 
good. By-the-way, we notice in the annual 
report of our own Forest, Fish and Game 
Commission of New York a plea for a non- 
resident license of fifty dollars! And this 
trom a man who has done more than any 
other man to prolong the open season for 
deer for private and personal reasons. Truly 
New York has little to hope for in the di- 
rection of game protection until the end of 
the present administration. 


It leaves a good taste in your mouth 
—FieLp AND STREAM—any issue. 


Field and Stream Philosophy 


THE Governor’s famous paragraph in his 
recent message, proposing that boards of su- 
pervisors regulate the game 

Sportsmen Oppose laws for their several locali- 
Odell ties, seems to have stirred up 

a bit of a hornets’ nest among 

sportsmen, both individually and as members 
of protective associations. We quote some 
deliverances from them, pausing only to ask 
what more could be expected from a man 
who proposed to turn loose the axeman in 
the Adirondacks, who vetoed an excellent 
law against spring shooting, and who is hand- 
in-glove with the cold storage sharks. The 
opinions of prominent sportsmen follow. 


Some of them, we regret to note, support 
the vicious principle of non-resident license. 
With all else we heartily concur: 

Frank Amsden said: “The idea is wrong 
and cannot result in anything but unsettled 
conditions throughout the State. The system 
proposed was once in vogue and was so un- 
satisfactory that it was repealed.” 

C. H. Babcock, until a few weeks ago iden- 
tified with the State Fish Commission, said: 
“I do not care to be quoted at length on the 
matter. I was the father of the bill in 18905 
taking the control of the game seasons out 
of the hands of the boards of supervisors 
in the State at large. I have had no reason 
to change my mind regarding the subject 
since.” 

C. H. McChesney, rear warden of the New 
York Division of the League of American 
Sportsmen, said: “I am opposed to any such 
an action. We had this plan once and it 
caused endless trouble while in existence. 
All sportsmen who are informed on the sub- 
ject are in favor of a general law disregard- 
ing sections, and it is best to keep the matter 
out of the hands of the supervisors. The 
game laws are now badly mixed and we are 
laboring to bring about uniformity. This 
change would make the matter worse than 
ever. Shooters from closed counties would 
enter counties having an open season and 
bad feeling would be engendered. Even on 
the border along the Pennsylvania line there 
is trouble at present over conflicting laws 
of the two States. It would bring about 
the same condition between the counties.” 


Chained to business? Fie_tp AND 
STREAM gives you twelve cold chisels 
a year for a dollarnahalf. 


Field and Stream Philosophy 


Tue stroke of doom has sounded for the 
last remnant of the countless herds of bison, 
the annihilation of which in 

The End of the the early eighties has left a 
Wood Buffaloand splash of blood on the map of 
Musk Ox the West. This remnant with 
rare sagacity saved itself by 

a great migration to the north, and in the 
inaccessible virgin forest of the Peace River 
district has slowly increased till it now num- 
bers nearly one hundred individuals. So far 
as is known, no sportsman has ever killed 
a member of this herd. A few may have 
fallen at the hands of Indians or residents, 
but the only actual effort to slay for “sport” 
any of this lonely band of exiles happily re- 
sulted in failure. In fact, when inquiries 
were recently made at Edmonton ,——“but 
that is another story.” Another important 
species roams the vast expanses of the North- 
land, preserved only by the remoteness of 
its range and the vast expense and difficulty 
of pursuit. Once make accessible the habi- 
tat of the musk ox, the species is gone; 
for it possesses but slight intelligence for self 
protection either by flight or by offense. If 
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these wilds are laid open to the world, noth- 
ing can save these species; for however rigor- 
ously the Canadian Government may en- 
deavor to prevent their slaughter, the law- 
less elements that throng to a new country, 
especially one where mineral richness is sus- 
pected, will render vain the efforts of the 
northwest mounted police. Now such min- 
eral wealth is known to exist in the fast- 
nesses of the Canadian Rockies, and organ- 
ized prospecting—or rather, we should say, 
diligent scientific search—by most skilful 
mineralogists and engineers has been going 
on for the last two years, backed by one of 
the most powerful and wealthy “trusts” in 
the United States with the cordial codpera- 
tion of the Canadian Government and the 
Canadian Pacific Railway. Even now the 
distinguished scientist and explorer in charge 
of the work has a party of hunters in the 
far northwestern wilds that will be the scene 
of next summer’s work, slaughtering game 
on the spot for pemmican to save transporta- 
tion of beef pemmican. This gentleman told 
us only a fortnight ago that. he had heard 
from his party and they were “getting lots of 
moose.” So much for the provision of the 
Canada game laws which allows residents 
or exploring parties to kill at any season 
“in case of necessity. Further, the great 
expanses of level lake-and- stream country 
from the Saskatchewan westward through 
Edmonton to the Rockies has been shown to 
be one of the greatest wheat belts in the 
world. The fierce severity of the winters 
where the Canadian Pacific crosses the Rock- 
ies where the snow lies fifty feet undrifted, 
is tempered to the north by the warm, moist 
Chinook winds, which winds are really the 
secret of the buffalo’s existence in the Peace 
River Range. 
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Civilization is relentless and unsentimental, 
and it should surprise no one to learn ‘that 
this vast region is now being opened up by 
a new transcontinental railway, the Canadian 
Northern. This line starts from Port Ar- 
thur on the north shore of Lake Superior, 
and is even now completed to Winnepeg. 
Thence it sweeps northward past Lakes Man- 
itoba and Winnepegosis, where it turns west- 
ward along the line of the Saskatchewan 
River to Edmonton, to which point contracts 
have already been let for grading and which 
they expect to reach by the summer of 1904. 
This will open up a vast empire extending 
from go° to 112° w. long. approximately, 
and covering five degrees of latitude. Along 
the southern end of this tract now passes the 
Canadian Pacific and two branch lines pene- 
trate to Prince Albert and Edmonton. The 
rest of the improvements in the tract date 
from the creation. From Edmonton to the 
Pacific will take several years to complete 
the road. The route for this section is not 
definitely fixed. The road possesses three 
chartered routes; by Yellow Head Pass, Pine 
River Pass or the Peace River. The last 
is almost certain to be adopted, as by taking 
it the Rocky Mountains are eliminated as a 
factor in the construction. Hence the death 
knell of the buffalo and musk ox. We sup- 
pose that we ought to rejoice that “civiliza- 
tion” is making such mighty strides. We 
confess, however, that we do not; and that 
we suffer a distinct pang in the thought 
that the heart of Nature is being broken in 
her last stronghold, and that a region which 
the continent will not need for a century to 
come for purposes of necessary expansion is 
being opened up and death and fire and fire- 
water and destruction let in to hold high revel 
in the name of civilization, alias, Greed of Gold. 
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Conducled by WS PHILLIPS 
(EL COMANCHO) 


Address all items of interest or requests for information to W. S. Phillips, 
Western Editor and Manager Fieip AND STREAM, 134 Monroe St., Chicago. 


INCE my salmon story appeared in the 
December issue of Fietp AND STREAM I 
have received a large number of letters 

asking for information about the west coast 
or more particularly about the Puget Sound 
country. 

It is impossible to reply to all these, sep- 
arately, so I will try to answer the lot in this 
article. 

The season begins early in the country west 
of the Cascades and one can go into the 
woods comfortably by the middle of April. 

The outfit needed depends entirely on the 
trip outlined as this is the most diversified 
pleasure ground on the map of the west. 

You may make a canoe trip of hundreds 
of miles if you like, and in doing so pass 
over every kind of water known to the lover 
of canoeing from the dead level of the open 
sea and its bays, fiords, and so forth, to the 
tumbling white water of a roaring mountain 
rapid—lakes and sluggish rivers, sloughs, 
swift deep streams, shallow ones with twist- 
ing channels and bars, canals, portages, up 
stream and down stream—any mode or mood 
—any fancy you may have can be gratified, and 
you can pick the particular kinds of environ- 
ment you wish and stick to it, or you can 
make a happy-go-lucky cross-country trip 
and take pot luck as it comes if you’d rather. 
_The only advice I can give is to take a 
Siawash canoe if you are going on a long 
trip, because they are probably the best all- 
round boat of their size to be found in the 
wide world to-day. I know from experience. 
what they will do. 

This peculiar craft is cut from a solid 
cedar log, by hand, and the Indian who makes 
them uses no measurement at all, doing all 
the work “by eye” and a sense of “feel” to 
determine the thickness of wood. It is of 
peculiar model, round-bottomed, sharp. bow 
and stern, with a long fancy figurehead that 
looks like an ornament but which is really the 
best point about the boat as you find when 
you get into open water and buck into comb- 
ing whitecaps and ride them without ship- 
ping a drop. 

Some day I'll write a minute description 
of them, and send in some photographs, but 
just now, I say, if you want to go across 





country in a boat get a Siawash canoe about 
fourteen or sixteen feet long and go ahead, 
for you can go up or down a rapid, drag it 
across a portage, use it for a house, sleep 
in it or under it, climb trees or break rock 
with it almost, and then go straight out to 
sea in any storm you’ve got muscle to paddle 
in and get back safely if you know anything 
at all about canoe handling. 

They are light, strong, and will carry your 
weight when capsized—what more do you 
want? 

They are a part of the Puget Sound country 
and can be had almost anywhere by a little 
questioning. Perhaps I had better add, for 
safety, that there are two models—one is 
long, low and flat, with very little rise "fore 
and aft—that is the river canoe and should be 
avoided. The other rises forward and car- 
ries a long overhanging bow like a ship’s 
bowsprit, and the stern is carried up until it 
resembles a stern-post above the line of gun- 
wale—that is the craft you want, for it will 
do anything, and go anywhere, from jumping 
over half sunken logs to smashing through 
a head sea. 

As to outfit, after you have your canoe 
and a couple of good Siawash “man paddles” 
the rest is a matter of taste. Personally I 
always go on the theory that a good man 
can take one blanket, one tin cup, and one 
gun, and go anywhere, if he knows that the 
sun rises in the east. 

My own outfit is a piece of unbleached 
sheeting, twelve feet by six feet, with boiled 
linseed oil rubbed into it by hand, and air 
dried ; then a piece of cotton fish cord as large 
as a lead pencil, sewed into the edge all 
round, and loops left every two feet or so. 

This is a tent that is waterproof and warm. 
You can use it as an “Indian tepee” by put- 
ting up your poles and wrapping your sheet 
around it—you can build your bed on one 
end of it, then pull the other half up over 
the bed and on your head if it rains or 
snows, and go to sleep, for it is warmer 
than four blankets from the fact that it 
is water-proof. You can fold it in the 
middle and pile your whole outfit on it, then 
wrap them up and tie the whole thing into 
a packsack. 
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Its uses will become apparent as you live 
with it and they will astonish you. It can 
be tied up by the four corners and used for 
a bath tub if you desire. It will not hurt it 
a bit. 

Add two woolen blankets to this sheet 
and you can sleep anywhere at any time. 

That takes care of the bed and tent. 
My cooking outfit consists of one frying pan, 
one tin cup, one coffee bucket (riveted), 
couple of tin plates, and a few tin spoons 
and small things for general use. If I’m 
not going afoot I carry a kettle. If I go 
afoot I do not. My “grub” outfit is all put 
in canvas sacks, each article by itself, to 


keep it clean and allow me to jam it into 
a pack to suit my own sweet will. You 
cannot break a canvas sack and it has no 


sharp corners like a baking powder can—see ? 

I take a gun—either rifle or shot gun—de- 
pending on the country ahead. I take ae 
short trunk rod of six oz. weight and a line, 
reel, hooks, flies,and so forth, depending again 
on the country ahead of me. But I always 
have the tackle and usually an assortment 
that will meet any demand. 

I also carry a very long, heavy knife, and 
a three-cornered file to sharpen it with, and 
it is made to do anything in the woods, from 
building a house to dissecting a humming 
bird; and if I had to go to the woods with 
only one tool I'd take the knife. 

Sometimes I carry an axe; 
do not. 

The camp outfit can be varied to suit one’s 
individual taste, but the main things to re- 
member are, adaptability of all the material, 


more often I 


lightness, compactness, varied utility, and 
pliability. When you get ready to go, get 
as little as you think you can get along 


with, then when you pack up just leave two- 
thirds of it at home and go on with the bal- 
ance and make the country supply what is 
needed. 

Do not carry any parlor furniture, 
you'll find common kitchen furniture 
be a little too good on the trail. 

Next time I'll have to tell you a litle more 


because 
will 


about the horse outfits, and then a few 
pointers on where to go and how to get 
there, and by the time you are ready to 


start I’ll be ready to write-in detail to you 
personally if I have not covered all the points 
you want to know. 


PROTECTION AMONG THE 


OLD TIME INDIANS 

Our friend, the reporter for the daily press, 
has gotten another spasm—this time in Wyo- 
ming—and has broken into print with a col- 
umn of hysterical dictionary English to warn 
the world of the awful doings of a little 
bunch of Sioux Indians who were “butcher- 
ing all the game’”—‘cleaning out the whole 
country—slaughtering everything, etcetera.” 

That looks bad, does it not? Seems as 
though we ought to go right to the Presi- 
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dent and have him round these butchering 

“Injuns” up and drive ’em right back on 
the reservation and give ’em range beef and 
government beans and lots of time to think 
over their sins! They’re bad, mighty bad, 
and ought to be attended to right away—ac- 
cording to the reporter. 

This misguided young man either does not 
know what he is writing about or he attend- 
ed a wire fence convention and studied the 
label burnt into the head of an oak barrel 
a few times too often before that spasm 
caught him. 

Indians are a peculiar lot, as I have found 
after mixing up with them more or less since 
69, and they do things that look queer un- 
less we look at them over the Indian’s shoul- 
der. Then they usually look about as good 
as white folks’ ways. 

They do kill a lot of game about once a 
year if they can get to it, and they butcher 
it all right just the same as farmers kill 
hogs in the fall, because they both know it’s 
going to snow plenty before the blue birds 
come again and a store of jerked venison is 
just as good for winter use as a barrel of 
salt pork is and it tastes better too. 

Mr. “Injun” has no hogs to kill because 
he is a couple of thousand years behind his 
white brother in the matter of farming, and 
his grandfather’s father always went hunt- 
ing in the fall so he would’nt have to wear 
his moccasins out on the snow crust and sit 
around the lodge with cold feet. 

The “Injun” is like his grandfather, and 
he wants to hunt in the fall just as a goose 
wants to go South—and both are after 
“feed.” 

The “Injun” is a killer all right, but I think 
he is justified. The government keeps him 
corralled on a reservation and expects him to 
bridge over a few thousand years of savagery 
and wear white men’s clothes and think with 
a white man’s brain off-hand, and wonders 
why the “Injun” isn’t glad to do it. 

The government agents get hold of a res- 
ervation job because they voted the right 
way at the right time and the Injun has to 
be good no matter how rank a hand is dealt 
to him and -if he isn’t the “walk a heaps” 
and “long knives” just round him up and 
sit on him a little while till he gives up and 
says he’ll play fair. 

Maybe he gets half enough to eat and 
wear from Uncle Sam—maybe he gets a 
little more—or less. It’s a long way from 
an order given in Washington to a beef issue 
at the agency, and sometimes there is a lot of 


loss from wear and tear before Mr. “Injun” 
gets the goods. JZ 
Do you wonder that the Injun ‘ ‘butchers 


when he gets a hunting permit and goes after 
fresh meat ? The old-time Indian was 4a 
butcher because he had to butcher in the fall 
to have “grub” for winter; but to his ever- 
lasting credit I want to record the fact that 
he was the best game protectionist in fact 
that ever happened. He never wasted any- 
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thing about a carcass that could be made use- 
ful. The meat he ate, the skin he tanned 
and used the brains to do it with, the horns 
and bones made useful tools and ornaments, 
the hoofs were used for various purposes 
and the animal filled a multitude of needs for 
the wild man. He killed in quantities, not 
just because he could and for the mere love 
of killing, but because he must. He loved 
killing all right because it showed power, but 
he did not waste the kill and the Indian who 
killed and then let the kill rot and waste 
was censured and regarded just as you and 


boasted of his killings and of the fact that 
he was a great hunter, just as our own people 
boast of being great merchants or finan- 
ciers. That *was because he was a factor 
in producing food ‘supply and therefore a 
great man before the people. 

Fretp AND STREAM advocates protection, 
and so do I personally, but let us not be too 
hard on the “Injun” game killer, because 
there’s more in his story than the color and 
style of binding would seem to indicate. You 
and I will get a few shots yet, you know, as 
we live on. 














Photo by Mr. Konvalinka 


MASTER KONVALINKA, A YOUNG IOWA NIMROD 
DUCKS LIKE AN 


I would look on the man who would go out 
and shoot a drove of cattle or hogs and then 
go away and leave them to rot. 

lhe old Indian killed as a part of the day’s 
work but he never killed what he could not 
use and he left enough always to propagate, 
because his own life depended on it in the 
future. Sometimes he killed hundreds of 
head of game in a short space of time, but 
he killed that he might eat, and took as keen 
an interest in the excitement of the chase 
as the best sportsman of to-day, and was no 
more a game hog than his white brother— 
not half so much in most cases—though he 








Third award in monthly competition 
WHO KILLS RUNNING RABBITS AND FLYING 
OLD VETERAN 


HERE AND THERE 

A new game law to be introduced in Min- 
nesota, and backed by the State Game and 
Fish Commission, provides that all fines 
collected for violations of game laws go to 
the county where the offence was committed 
instead of to the State. 

This is recommended on the grounds of 
moral support to game wardens who will be 
better able to push a case to a finish without 
home opposition. The bill provides for a 
gun license of one dollar for resident, and 
twenty-five dollars for non-resident, hunters, 
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with the fees to be paid in to the State to be 
used in furthering work of the Game and 
Fish Commission. 

No birds of any kind are to be shot before 
September Ist, the quail season is curtailed 
fifteen days and the trout season is to short- 
en fifteen days. 

The coupon system of deer license is to 
be used to show how many deer or other 
big game can be killed, and this coupon must 
be attached to the animal killed, showing 
by whom killed, date and so forth. The 
result of these law-making deliberations is 
watched with a good deal of interest by 
Chicago shooters, as many of them go north 
every season. 

Ohio laws make it illegal for any one to 
have in possession, either dead or alive, any 
song or insectiverous bird, or any. part of 
the plumage or skin. a 

The game wardens got after the milliners 
in consequence lately and the courts decided 
the milliners were not liable. The case was 
a test one and will probably be carried up. 

There is some talk of amalgamating the 
Nebraska and Iowa Field Trials Associations 
but nothing definite has been arrived at as 
yet. _— 

The s 





sal herd of Alaska is still a bone of 
contention in international affairs. The 
United States owns the islands and ought 
to post them just as American farmers post 
their own land, then keep a few naval bull 
dogs to chase poachers, then there would be 
no “seal question” to fuss over. Why do 
we want to ask anybody’s consent as to what 
we do with the seals anyhow? 


The common “razor back” hog of the 
South is the worst game enemy in the United 
States to-day. He eats everything eatable 
in the woods, pure or poison, destroys the 
food of all kinds of game, roots up the feed- 
ing grounds, destroys nests, eggs and young 
of the ground nesting birds, goes when and 
where he will and has a nose as keen as a 
pointer dog’s. His appetite is never satis- 
fied and he reproduces his kind with alarming 
rapidity. ; 

Southern men who observe know these 
things to be true but they do nothing to save 
the game and control the razor back and the 
vagrant negro shooter. Game laws are most- 
ly a dead letter in the South, and the day is 
coming very soon when the South will won- 
der where the game has gone. It is time for 
them to move quickly and in no uncertain 
way. —_—— 

Jas. W. Phillips has purchased a herd of 
seventy-five buffaloes and put them on an im- 
mense tract of land twenty-five miles from 
Pierre, South Dakota, which he has under 


fence and will let them run at will, caring for 
them and raising buffaloes as a stock proposi- 
tion. 
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Wyoming has had a mild winter so far, 
with little snow, and wolves are not so 
troublesome as usual in consequence. 
Minnesota is trying to get a bill through 
the legislature providing for a new State 
fish hatchery at Glenwood. An appropriation 
of $20,000 for establishment is a feature, 


Yellowstone Park has had a mild winter 
and game is in good condition. All kinds of 
animals have learned that there is rest and 
protection in the park, and they know enough 
to stay there, so the number is increasing 
steadily and proving an object lesson to the 
nation in more ways than one. Every State 
would be a game haven if humanity did not 
love to break laws and show its individual 
stupidity and hoggishness all the year round. 
However, the ideal world has not been lo- 
cated definitely so the best thing to do 
is for every man to do what missionary work 
he can and lead his neighbor to the wise 
straight road of protection for the people of 
the wilderness. Personal support is as good 
as book law and makes a law breaker mighty 
nervous. 


Texas is taking up the game law question 
as it does other things—on a big scale—built 
on ideas that are radical. She once thought 
she had game enough for the whole world 
and didn’t care whe shot it or how. Then 
she began to miss it and wonder where it had 
gone. Sportsmen began to pull wires and 
steer protection measures against the law 
makers who quietly forgot it. 

Then some “Col.” said cotton bole weevils 
was “sutinly bad” and would eat up the cot- 
ton or something if they were not exter- 
minated, and in the same breath said quails 
were birds that dined on these weevils. That 
settled it. Some wise member of the rural 
end of the law body had a spasm and con- 
cocted a wonderful bill to kill off weevils 
by prohibiting quail shooting for ten years, 
It remains to be seen whether the Interior 
Department of many quails will be brought 
in to show the fact that the quail is a seed- 
eating bird and in no way carries an unsat- 
isfied demand for weevils about him. Cer- 
tain forces are at work to defeat this bill 
and if they succeed in substituting a really 
wise and sensible protective measure I hope 
they may knock that ten year affair into 
a cocked hat. If they do not, Texas will 
get the ten year article probably and quails 
will be as thick as grasshoppers all right; but 
while protection is a good thing and always 
to be helped along, still, it can become in- 
operative from its very overdoing. That is 
what is the matter with Texas right now. 


Colorado sportsmen are going to organize 
a Bear Club and you can’t belong unless 
you've killed a bear and can prove it. 
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Chicago could organize a Deer Club very 
easily and make the candidate a victim for 
membership when he could prove that he'd 
hugged one or more dears—membership to 
be limited to two million. 


If you have a friend anywhere who is not 
a reader of FIELD AND STREAM but ought to be 
(and they all ought to be), send me his name 
and address that I may do missionary work 
with him and lead him unto the light of the 
fraternity of outdoor folks. 


Wisconsin reports indicate that deer are 
plentifui in the woods. ‘That is another re- 
sult of protection. Wolves are also reported 
numerous, which is a result of no bounty 
sufficient to put “wolfers” in the field. 

Iowa letters indicate plenty of game in 
good condition, so the future seems bright 
in that direction. 


Why does not some one invent—a good 
killing fly for Pacific salmon; a hunting knife 
of the right shape, size and weight, to be 
really useful and with steel in it that is good 
for any purpose, from shaving to cutting 
hones; a bass trolling outfit on sensible lines 
with only one hook to it and that one secured 
so it will turn in any direction; a good water- 
proof wading boot that does not “snag,” nor 
weigh a ton, and with a sole that will not 
slip on the rocks of a mountain stream; a 
our ounce six foot rod, that has life in it 
and will handle a fly and a big fish, and then 
handle another one just as well as it did 
the first one; a fly book that will carry flies 





Photo by J. H. Lulsdorf 
RESULT OF STOCKING STREAMS 


The five trout caught near Mankato, Minn., weighed 
8 Ibs, and 1 oz, 


and keep them from getting out of the clips 
until you want them, and let them out then 
without tearing them all to bits; an elastic 
packsack that will fit any load and fit your 
back too; a good many other things that are 
on the market but don’t quite fill the bill? 

There’s a chance for a few fortunes if some 
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fellow can really fill a few long-felt wants 
of sportsmen. The hunting knife question 
I am glad to’state is now being quite sat- 
isfactorily disposed of by Mr. Marble, the 
wizard of useful sportsmen’s inventions. His 
advertisement is a fixture in our columns. 





Photo by E. L. Burns 
THE FINISH OF A COLORADO MOUNTAIN LION 


The State Fish Commission of Illinois has 
been busy with the net fishermen along Chi- 
cago’s water front and as a result the der- 
ricks and apparatus of net fishermen have 
been swept clean from the mouth of the Calu- 
met River north along the breakwaters and 
piers. Hook and line fishermen will now 
have a chance, and if the nets are kept off 
of the water front good catches can be had 
once more from the Calumet River to Lin- 
coln Park as in the days when net fisher- 
men were unknown. 

Nat H. Cohen and his deputies had de- 
stroyed 782 net derricks up to January Ist— 
sometimes with police aid. 

The value of this property was $7,810. 
Seines were also seized to the value of $10,- 
425, and fifty barrels of fish were taken from 
nets and donated to hospitals and deserving 
institutions. 


The sportsmen of Washington State 
have adopted amendments to the game laws 
of the State and will try to have them al- 
tered at the next session of the legislature. 
The changes wanted will make the open sea- 
son on grouse and pheasants from September 
Ist to January 1st. On ducks and other wild 
fowl September 1st to March 1st. On quail 
from September 15th to January 1st. Chi- 
nese or other imported pheasants to be pro- 
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tected until 1908, and elk, carbou antelope 
and moose will have a closed season until 
1908 also. A clause protecting all song birds 
is also included. If this bill goes through 
it will meet the ideas of a large portion at 
least of Washington sportsmen. 


Deputy Sheriff Mike Kelly has been ap- 
pointed a game warden for Washington at 
the request of a large number of Puget 
Sound sportsmen who are pleased with form- 
er work in their interests which Mr. Kelly 
has had a hand in from time to time. J. C. 
Hill was an applicant for the place but with- 
drew in favor of Mr. Kelly. 

Superintendent Sheller of the State For- 
estry Reserves in Washington has his rangers 
employed in making a census of those hold- 
ing homestead or mining rights in Forestry 
Reserves within the State. A mass of val- 
uable data is being gathered and those having 
no rights within the reserves under the law 
will have to remove. 

A full report of the fire damage done in 
these reserves will be included in this win- 
ter’s work also. 


The game in the Olympic Forest Reserve 
west of Puget Sound, Washington, is hav- 
ing a hard winter as the snow is very deep 
in the mountains. Elk and deer have crossed 
the range and gone into the lower country 
on the southwest slope toward the Pacific 
Ocean to get feed and keep away from the 
snow. 

Trappers are operating extensively among 
the fur-bearing animals and some heavy 
catches are being made. 


Deputy -U. S. Marshal J. A. Tracy has 
received orders to proceed against the Great 
Northern Railway for carrying a_consign- 
ment of prairie chickens from Hinsdale, 
Montana, to Sioux City, Iowa. 

State laws, Federal laws, interstate com- 
merce, local authorities, private citizens and 
local agents of railroads are mixed up with 
the Attorney-General and the Federal author- 
ities over the case and it looks like some- 
thing would be doing before the docket is 
cleared and things settle down to the normal 
level again. 

The Government has begun to act and 
will prosecute cases of illegal transportation 
of game by railroads on the same lines that 
it has heretofore used in handling liquor 
and postal violations. 

The result is apt to be very good for the 
cause of game protection in more ways than 
one. 


I sometimes get chances to pick up good 
articles of Indian manufacture in the way 
of bead work, baskets, mats and other things 
done by Indian hands, that a good many peo- 
ple would like to have. 
unless some one wants me to 


I do not buy them 
do so for 
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them, in which case I am always glad to act 
as Indian trader. If you write me and say 
just what you want I can probably get it for 
you on some of my trips into Indian country. 





OLE ON FISHING LUCK 
BY N. H. CROWELL 

Meester Ayditor:—Ay vill tell you some- 
tang on das offul toff luck may brudder gat 
one day las’ fall. Lars, hay ban may 
brudder.—Lars, hay say to may, 

“Ola,” hay say, “Ay tank Ay go fishin’. Ay 
gat me big can vorms and Ay vill yoost go 
and bring two-t’ree big pick’rels.” 

Ay say “So?” and hay say “Yas, yo bat!” 

“Lars,” Ay tell him, “Ay tank yo ban some 
liars but Ay vill dig may some vorms an Ay 
scall go too.” 

“Cracker !” 
too, Ola.” 

Vell, das ban pretty gude for may, Ay 
tank, so Ay vent vid him. Ven ve get dere 
Ay vade das vorter to das odder side an trow 
in may hook. Vell, Gee Cracker! Ay bat yo 
Ay scall not tak may breath ven beeg feesh 
mak yoomp, lak das, an grab may hook qvick 
lak lightning. Ay yell to Lars an hay yell 
to may and ve yell togedder. 

An may pole hay break but Ay mak mighty 
qvick grab on may string. Vell, may brud- 
der hay come vadin’ to help pull das line and 
yoost den, by Cracker, may feesh mak scoot 
for Lars lak vild an’mal. Lars hay yoomp— 
but no gude—das feesh hay tangle up on may 
brudder lak grep-vine on beeg tree. And Lars 
hay yell lak offul an fall down lak brick 
house. An may feesh yoost flappityflop on may 
brudder’s stomach lak hay havin’ boolly gude 
tam. 

Vell, Ay say, “Lat loose may feesh, Lars”; 
an hay say, “Ola, yo beeg fool, take off das 
vhale qvick or Ay die in holy minute vidout 
vaitin’ !” 

“Vell, Lars,” Ay tell him, “Ay scall ban 
glad to do das but Ay ban took veak in may 
back for das yob.” 

An may brudder hay svare lak hay ban in 
poker game an lost fem-dollar yackpot. 

Vell, byemby Lars gat out das vorter an ve 
pull in may feesh. 

“Gee Cracker!” Ay say, 
gude faller, Lars!” 

But Lars hay say sometang pretty varm 
an vade him back over das vorter qvick. 
Vell, Ay yoost snort den, but Ay stop mighty 
soon for Ay hear offul loud holler an ven Ay 
look may brudder have fearful beeg bite on. 

“Ola! Ola!,” hay say to may and Ay go 
through das vorter lak runavay t’reshing- 
masheen. 

“Qvick, Ola, grab!” hay say, “Ay scall show 
you who gat beeg feesh, Ola!” may brudder 
say. 

“Whoop, Ola, pull up!” hay yell, and ven 
ve pull up das feesh, vat you tank? 

Gee Cracker—hay ban a pair ol’ overalls 
choock up vid sand—haw! haw! haw! 


hay say, “Ay gat vorms for you 


“Das ban boolly 
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HINTS FOR BEGINNERS 
A LITTLE CHAT ABOUT STOPS 


HE center being the best part of a 
lens, the rays which pass through 
or nearest the center naturally give 
the clearest image. As the marginal rays 
are less correctly refracted, or bent, some 


CONDUCTED # BY # FRANCOIS # VOITIER 


pass through. You can readily see that 
with such an arrangement, all light that 
reaches the plate passes through the lens 
at or nearest its center, while the rays 
which strike the lens near the margins are 
effectually excluded. These holes are of 
various sizes, each being designated by a 
number. While a small stop will give a 





Photo by L, P, Muirhead Jr., Seattle, Wash. 


Second award in monthly photo competition 


GOLDEN EAGLETS TAKEN UNDER EXTREME DIFFICULTIES IN THE FAR NORTH 


provision needs be made to cut them off 
in order to avoid the confusion that would 
necessarily result from allowing them to 
reach the plate. This cutting off of mar- 
ginal rays is effected by what are known as 
stops. These are practically artificial lens 
openings, and consist of pieces of metal 
with a hole in the center for the light to 


sharper picture than a large one, do not 
forget that the natural consequence of 
“stopping down” (that is, using a small 
hole, or stop) is a loss in the amount of 
illumination admitted which in turn neces- 
sitates a corresponding increase in the time 
of exposure. If you have a focusing cam- 
era, make a little experiment for yourself, 
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thus: focus on some definite object with 
the largest stop in place, then, while still 
keeping your head under the focusing cloth, 
reach your right hand to the lens and grad- 
ually decrease the size of the stop and note 
the difference it makes in the appearance 
of the image on the screen. You will see 
that the picture gains in sharpness in di- 
rect proportion to the reduction in the size 
of the opening, and further, that the pic- 
ture also decreases in brightness in exactly 
the same proportion. The larger the stop 
you can use and get perfect definition to 
the edges of the plate, the better the lens 
and, too, the faster the lens. 

The popular method of numbering stops 
is known as the Uniform System (usually 
abbreviated to U. S.) and runs as follows, 
from the largest to the smallest: 4, 8, 16, 
32, 64 and 128. 
on the area of the various apertures so 
that the area of stop 8 is twice the area 
of stop 16 and half the area of stop 4; stop 
16 is twice the area of stop 32 and half the 
area of stop 8, and so on. Now, as the 
amount of light that passes through a stop 
is proportionate to the area of the aperture, 
you can readily see that, according to the 
arrangement of the Uniform System of 
numbering, the exposure with any given 
stop is exactly double that required with 
the next larger, and one-half that required 
with the next smaller. For instance, sup- 
posing with stop 16 you can get a fully ex- 
posed picture in one second, you would get 
precisely the same results ‘by giving one- 
half second with stop 8, or two seconds 
with stop 32, because the volume of light 
passing through stop 8 is exactly twice 
as much as through stop 16, and four 
times as much as through stop 32. 

As I do not know what kind of shutter 
your camera is fitted with, I am unable to 
say by what means the size of the stops is 
regulated, but you can easily find this out 
for yourself by examining the instrument. 
If it is a moderate priced focusing camera, 
the chances are that the changes are effect- 
ed by expanding or contracting a ring lo- 
cated in the lens tube or in the shutter it- 
self, operated by a small lever which runs 
over a strip of metal marked with the 
stop numbers. In many hand and single 
lens cameras, there are only three stops 
unnumbered, the only way to tell one from 
the other being by noting the actual size of 
the aperture. The largest stop is intended 
for ordinary snapshots, the medium size 
for snapshots by the seashore or when the 
light is unusually strong, or for time ex- 
posures in the house, and the smallest for 
time exposures outdoors. 

We have so far been dealing only with 
the area of the various stop openings, but 
there is another system of numbering 
which, although it means precisely the same 
thing, is figured on an entirely different 
basis, to wit, the proportion that the diam- 
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eter of the stop bears to the focal length of 
the lens. To express this relationship, both 
a letter and a figure are used, for example, 
ig&. The “f” is an abbreviation for “focal 
length,” and the “8” means that the diame- 
ter of the stop is one-eighth the focal length 
of the lens. Supposing the focal length to 
be 8 inches, {8 would indicate that the 
diameter of the stop is one inch because 
one-eighth of 8 equals 1; should the focal 
length be 16 inches, {8 would indicate that 
the diameter of the stop is two inches be- 
cause one-eighth of 16 equals 2. Now No. 
4 of the Uniform System corresponds to {8 
in the “f” system, and figuring out the rest 
of the aan so that the area of any given 
one will be half that of the next largest 


and twice that of the next smallest, we get 
the following comparative table: 
Uniform System 4 8 16 32 64 12 


f” System {8 f11.3 {16 {22.6 £32 f45.2 

This brings us to the same point reached 
when talking about the Uniform System, 
namely, that the exposure with any given 
stop is exactly double that required with 
the next larger and half that required 
with the next smaller. 

I will add a few suggestions as to what 
stops to use with a R. R. lens under var- 
ious conditions of subject and light. The 
stop numbers are expressed according to 
the Uniform System: 

4 for portraits and instantaneous expo- 
sures when the weather is somewhat cloudy. 

8 for instantaneous exposures in ordinary 
sunlight. 

16 for instantaneous exposures in very 
strong light, seashore and water views and 
for “time’ pictures in the house. 

2 and 64 for “time” pictures indoors ac- 
cording to quantity and quality of avail- 
able light. 

128 for outdoor “time” pictures 
the light is not particularly bright. 

Never use a smaller stop than 16 for 
“snapshots” or your plates and films will be 
underexposed; neither use stop 4 if abso- 
lute sharpness is desired. 


when 


PRINTING PROCESSES 
SOLIO 


Solio is and always has been the prince 
of gelatino-chloride printing-out papers. 


Many attempts have been made to sup- 
plant it but none have met a degree of 
success worth mentioning. Merit, and 


merit alone, has enabled Solio to maintain 
a position of eminence over all competi- 
tors; in fact, superior and uniform quality 
have practically made it a non-competitive 
product. 

The amateur will find Solio one of the 
easiest papers to handle. With it, even a 
beginner will experience no trouble in se- 
curing fine, clear, glossy prints, of a beau- 
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tiful tone, and as far as getting all there 
is out of a negative is concerned, no other 
printing medium offers equal advantages. 

I need not say anything about the meth- 
od of printing; this is too well known to 
call for comment. My remarks therefore 
will be confined to the toning process. As 
either a combined or a separate toning 
bath may be used, I will speak of each in- 
dividually. ; - 

Combined Bath.—The manufacturers of 
the paper market what is known as “So- 
lio Toning Solution,” a ready prepared ton- 
er of exceptionally fine quality. An 8 oz. 
bottle will tone and fix about one hun- 
dred prints. The beginner, and those who 
only tone a few prints occasionally, had 
best use this solution, but for the benefit of 
others who prefer to make up their own 
bath, I append a formula guaranteed to 
give perfect satisfaction: 


i ans aoe aGde eeu 32 02. 
RD <c5 cakisan nen eieweneae neers 8 oz. 
Rowtehe GE WAG coc ccssessss 3 drs. 
Nitrate of lead. .........ce00. 3 drs. 
I BE vc sneusasics'svanss 2 drs. 
Powdered alum.............2 drs. 
Pure chloride of gold......8 grs. 


Dissolve the several ingredients in order 
given and let the solution stand for twenty- 
four hours to settle, when the clear portion 
will be ready for use. Keep on hand a sup- 
plementary solution made of a pound of 
hypo in a quart of water and add one oz. 
of it to the toning bath after each 25 
prints toned. The object of this supple- 
mentary solution is to keep the hypo in the 
toning bath up to the original standard so 
as to avoid premature fading of the prints 
due to imperfect fixation. 

Prints should not be removed from the 
frames until printing has been carried to 
a point commonly spoken of as “two or 
three shades darker than the finished 
print.” Just what this actually means can 
only be learned by experience. To ascer- 
tain this quickly and with the least possible 
expenditure of material, I would suggest 
that the worker take off say three prints 
from the same negative, each printed a lit- 
tle further than the other. Write on the back 
of each with a soft pencil the depth ex- 
pressed in words to enable you to dupli- 
cate should it turn out to be correct, and 
tone and wash all three in the usual way. 
\ comparison will show you how far to 
carry printing to secure the best results. 
The extra printing depth is needed to off- 
set a slight bleaching in the fixing bath. 

Prints must be kept constantly moving 
while in the toning bath to ensure even 
toning. If this is done half a dozen or 
more can be toned together. Put prints in 
the toning bath one by one, face down, and 
see that each is completely covered before 
laying another on top of it. A simple rock- 
ing of the tray is not sufficient, the bottom 
print should be transferred to the top and 
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this must be kept up until all are toned. 
When the desired tone is reached, put 
prints in the following salt solution: 
rae a ae 
eNO a ROU Mn ampOTe 32 oz. 
They are then ready for the washing tray. 
The salt bath may be omitted if you have 
facilities for putting prints directly into 
running water immediately after toning, 
but not otherwise. Be sure and do not let 
freshly toned prints lie in a tray of still 
water until you finish up the batch. If you 
do, the toning process will continue to go 
on with the result that the final tone will 
not be the same as when the prints first 
left the bath. That is to say, if you desire 
a brown tone and put prints into still water 
when this point is reached, they will likely 
be of a purplish color when they come out 
of the wash water. After toning, prints 
should wash for one hour in running water. 
A Separate Toning and Fixing Bath.— 
This method requires that the prints be 
washed in half a dozen changes of clear 
water before toning. This is to remove 
the free silver. Incidentally, let me add 
that this number of changes may or may 
not be sufficient and must only be consid- 
cred as an approximate guide. As a matter 
of fact, prints must be washed until the last 
water fails to show the slightest trace of a 
milky color. A good plain gold bath is made 
of 1 grain of gold 48 oz. of water, neu- 
tralized by the addition of a saturated so- 
lution of either borax or sal soda. Test 
with litmus paper. After the preliminary 
wash, immerse prints in the gold bath un- 
til a satisfactory tone is obtained, then 
either transfer to running water or a “short 
stop,” consisting of an ounce of salt in a 
gallon of water. It is not wise, however, 
to let them remain in the “short stop” too 
long. If a large number of prints are to 
be toned with the consequent lapse of sev 
eral minutes between the first and the last 
prints, it is best to put them in a tray of 
clear water after a few moments’ immersion 
in the salt solution. When all are toned 
fix for twenty minutes in the following: 


Le ee ST 
, Een eer 13 oz. 
Solio Hardener....... .++-% Oz. 


The Solio Hardener is so cheap and sim- 
ple that I strongly recommend it, but 
give an alum fixing bath for the benefit of 
those who may prefer it: 


PEE EO 3 02. 
ee 1% oz. 
Sodium sulphite (crys.) ....1% dr. 
ME ii ntscndinnetdwakes cee 35 Oz. 


When dissolved add 3 drams of borax 
dissolved in 5 oz. of hot water. Let this 
bath stand for about ten hours before use. 
It has excellent keeping qualities and may 
be used repeatedly. A final wash of one 
hour in running water completes the pro- 
cess. 

Prints should take about 6 or 7 minutes 
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to tone. If the bath works streaky and un- 
even, add enough water to extend the time 
to 8 or 10 minutes and make it slightly al- 
kaline. 

Ferrotyping.—A beautiful glossy finish 
can be given Solio prints by drying them 
on what is known as a ferrotype plate. 
These plates can be purchased commercial- 
ly at from fifteen to twenty-five cents apiece 
according to size. They should be cleaned 
with hot water each time they are used; 
then polished with a soft cloth until every 
particle of dirt and other foreign matter is 
removed; afterwards rub the plate with a 
tuft of cotton soaked in a solution con- 
sisting of one ounce of benzine and ten 
grains of paraffine; dry with a clean cloth 
and polish with a piece of chamois skin. 
Prints are laid on the ferrotype plate when 
wet, face down, of course. Take up surplys 
water with a clean blotter, then rub into 
contact with a print roller. A uniformly 
glossy surface is only secured by taking 
care that the contact is absolutely perfect 
all over the print. When prints are dry 
they will peel off of their own accord; if 
not, start by inserting the finger nail or 
a toothpick under one of the edges. On 
no account should this be attempted until 
prints are “bone dry,” or they will stick 
and not only spoil the print but the plate 
also. Prints are re: ady to be mounted when 
they come off the ferrotype. 

Some workers brush a 
white glue over the 
while they are still on the plate, but this 
should not be done until the surface is dry. 
lf this method is adopted the mount should 
be well moistened with a damp sponge and 
the print rubbed into contact with a rol- 
ler, using a blotter between roller and 
face of print. The glue on the back pre- 
vents them from curling. 


thin solution of 
backs of prints 


SUBJECT OF PRINT CRITICISM 


PRINT CRITICISM 
The picture I have selected for criticism 
this month is a particularly good sample of 
underexposure. The result of insufficient 
light action is a generally weak, thin image 
with a lack of detail in the shadows. Note 
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how prominent these defects are in the 
picture under comment. The lines running 
through the center of the print in both di- 
rections come from doubling the film up in- 
stead of keeping it flat, as should be done. 

Underexposure is a very common fault 
with amateur photographers, in fact it is 
so common that correct or overexposure is 
the exception rather than the rule. There 
seems to be a weird fascination in run- 
ning the shutter at the limit of its speed 
even with the certainty of unsatisfactory 
results staring the worker in the face. Of 
course, there are times when a high shutter 
speed is a necessary evil; but he who gives 
an exposure of one-hundredth of a second 
when one second would be none too much 
may experience some sort of pleasure in 
pressing the bulb, but he will never get pic- 
tures. 

The original negative of the above print 
is somewhat underdeveloped as well as 
greatly underexposed. 

GOOD THINGS TO KNOW 

There are a number of ways to title and 
number negatives, but about the simplest 
and most effective of all is to write on the 
film side with a fine-pointed pen dipped in 
India ink. Of course, the letter or figures 
must be written backwards. They show 
up white on the finished prints. 


The backs (glass side) of negatives are 
almost invariably dirty when they leave the 
drying rack. Before printing they should 
be thoroughly and carefully cleaned so that 
the dirty markings will not be transferred 
to the print. Instead of a rag dipped in 
water, which is the conventional method, 
I find it much better to use a soft piece of 
sponge, dampened and dipped in a little 
powdered pumice stone. 

I fear that the use of a felt pad between 
‘ens paper and the back of the printing 

rame is a precaution taken by few outside 
of professionals. The pad, however, pre- 
vents the paper from sweating and _ stick- 
ing to the film and also insures good con- 
tact. The remedy or preventative is so 
cheap and so easily applied that I should 
think all careful workers would use it. 


When printing during wintry weather the 


should be watched very closely to 
does not fall 
to wipe it 


jrames 
see that melted ice or snow 
on them, or, at least, be ready 
off immediately. If water is allowed to 
remain too long on the glass, it is very 
likely to gradually work in around the 
edges and finally find its way to the film. 
Should it get this far it will cause the paper to 
stick and a silver stain is one of the hard- 
est defects to get rid of. 


In case a quick print is wanted from a 
negative still wet from the wash water I 
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would advise the amateur to try “Aridine,” 
a solution marketed by Burke & James, 
Chicago, for drying negatives, positives, or 
lantern slide plates by the application of 
heat. Allow the surplus water to drip off 
the negative, after which immerse the lat- 
ter in the preparation for about two min- 
utes. The negative can then be dried in 
an oven, over a_ stove or radiator, 
in less than five minutes. ‘“Aridine” 
can be used over and over again and 
is a first-class article to have on hand in 
case of an emergency. Newspaper workers 
and professionals make hurry-up prints 
from the negatives while still wet; but I do 
not recommend the practice for amateur 
use, as considerable experience is neces- 
sary to avoid spoiling the negative. 


Such of my readers who are in the habit 
of making copies from prints or book il- 
lustrations might be glad to know how to 
avoid the disagreeable granular effect so 
often noticeable in this kind of work. The 
trick is to see that the light only reaches 
the picture to be copied from the sides and 
front. Cut off the top light with a piece of 
cardboard while making the exposure. 

A GOOD OPPORTUNITY 

Having received so many requests for in 
struction in photography from amateurs liv- 
ing not only in New York City and vicinity, 
but all over the country, I have concluded 
to give a limited number of lessons com- 
mencing during either March or April. The 
instruction will take the form of short series 
of “friendly chats” adapted to the needs of 
the beginner as well as to the more advanced. 
li any readers of FieLp AND STREAM are de- 
sirous of improving this opportunity to ad- 
vance themselves in the art, I shall be glad 


to hear from them. Thinking that possibly 
some residing out of the city may wish to 
avail, I will give similar instruction by mail. 

Letters should be addressed to me at 40 
West 22nd st., New York City. 


NOTES 
If you want a first-class plate camera for 
general photographic work and do not se- 
lect a “Century,” it is because you’ve never 
heard of it. 
you on the right path. 
Company, Rochester, N. 


A two-cent stamp will put 
Century Camera 
z. 


“Down Town Topics” is an attractive lit- 
tle newspaper compiled by the Obrig Cam- 
era Company, 165 Broadway. This and 
their new booklet are free for the asking. 
Both will help you make a satisfactory de- 
cision on matters photographic. 


There is something about the bromide 
enlargements made by The Press Photo 
Company, 64 Vesey St., New York, which 
makes them show off to better advantage 
than those made by other concerns. It is 
a little professional knack which has taken 
years to acquire, and it will pay out-of- 
town readers to mail their plates and films 
in order to get the benefit of superior and 
expert workmanship. The P. P. Co. can 
also make a perfect picture from old faded 
prints, daguerreotypes, etc. 

A Goerz lens is like a diamond, never de- 
teriorates in value. It is always a good as- 
set. Fitted to a Goerz-Anschutz camera, 
with a focal plane shutter, and nothing 
travels too fast to get away from you. 
Negatives are fully timed at the highest 
speeds. Write the C. P. Goerz Optical 
Works, 52 East Union Square, New York, 
for catalogue. 
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THE FACTOR OF AGE 


To our surprise the article on the age of 
collie sires at the time of producing their 
best sons as carriers on of the line, published 
in our last issue, has been misunderstood by 
some of our readers. What Professor Bo- 
hannan proved was that in the five producing 
lines the continuity of the lines was obtained 
by the respective sires at an average age of 
a little over two years. The misconstruction 
of the entire article is the result of taking 
this single part as the matter in its entirety, 
whereas the article in its complete presenta- 
tion demonstrated the impossibility of any- 
one being able to produce the one succeeding 
sire except by the merest chance, and even 
when that son has been produced we cannot 
tell until five or six years later which of the 
hundreds of sons, and in some cases thou- 
sands of sons, is the one link which over- 
shadows all others. Professor Bohannan 
stated this most distinctly as being the one 
conclusion which was proved absolutely. 


We have been told of one person who 
had decided to breed to .a prominent five- 
year old sire but on reading the article 


changed his mind and bred to a dog of half 
that age, simply because of his age. The 
latter is a far inferior dog to the one origin- 
ally selected and there is not the slightest 
ground for supposing that he, out of the 
hundreds of sons produced by his sire between 
the ages of one and two years, will be the 
dog to carry on the line. Supposing, how- 
ever, such an improbability to be the means 
of producing the continuation of the line we 
cannot even find that out until the son is past 
the age when he may be expected to produce 
his best son. We cannot even now tell 
whether the selected sire is the one that will 
carry on his sire’s line. All that we do know 
at the presei.t time is, that this grandsire is 
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the best producing son of his sire; but this 
grandsire may have some other son which 
will in a few years be demonstrated to be the 
line carrier. 

To put it more clearly, the selected sire 
is a son of Wishaw Clinker, but it is absurd 
to suppose that he will prove to be Clinker’s 
best producing son, and it has yet to be 
shown that Wishaw Clinker is to carry on 
the Heacham Galopin line. Who would have 
supposed for one moment that Ormskirk Gal- 
opin and Wellesbourne Councillor were to 
be the sons to carry on the lines of two such 
dogs as Southport Perfection and Ormskirk 
Emerald? We know it now, but of what 
avail is it? To know which of Heacham 
Galopin’s sons we should have bred to two 
years ago we must have been able to know 
then what we will not find out for several 
years yet. 

No, that is not the lesson breeders may 
learn from the tables compiled by Pro- 
fessor Bohannan that will be of use to 
the collie breeder. What we can do is to 
keep to the strains that contain the pro- 
ducers. The Galopin, Wellesbourne Con- 
queror and Rightaway lines descending 
from Christopher, the Balgreggie Hope 
line of Donovan II, and the Ellwyn Astrol- 
oger line going back to General Trefoil. 
It is enough for us to know that our best 
collies are of those strains and that by se- 
lecting the best descendants of those 
strains we can breed better collies than if 
we go outside of them. The whole force 
of Professor Bohannan’s article was that 
no greater lottery exists than that of en- 
deavoring to breed a link in the chain of 
successful sires. It is the most elusive end 
of the rainbow to prospect for in search of 
the pot of gold that any person can suggest. 
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The Twenty-seventh Dog Show of the 
Westminster Kennel Club was held at 
Madison Square Garden on February 11, 
12, 13 and 14, and from a financial point of 
view was probably the most successful held 
by the club, the entries and attendance be- 
ing alike large. 

We have reached such an altitude in the 
class of dogs seen at New York that it is 
not possible, with any positive degree of 
truth, glibly to assert with each succeeding 
year that each particular show was the 
best ever held. We can say with absolute 
truth that it was a splendid collection of 
high class dogs and in many breeds a dis- 
tinct advance was shown; and we can say 
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fine ourselves to, running comments on 
such of the breeds as we more particularly 
noticed. 

The bloodhounds were good classes, al- 
most all old faces, Dr. Lougest and F. W. 
Clark, Dr. Knox's successor, winning all 
the money except one third taken by Fin- 
negan’s Faustina. Wandle Warrior led 
the field, Blanche Knox taking second hon- 
ors in winners. She beat Charity Girl in 
the open class, and as Blanche has always 
been a favorite of ours we will not com- 
plain of her good fortune, for on many pri- 
or occasions she did not get all her des- 
erts. 

Dr. Lougest was alone as a mastiff ex- 





Photo by Watson 


THE FRENCH POODLE, SOWDON RUBY 
Property of Red Brook Kennels Great Neck. L, I, 


that with equal truth every year. But 
breeds will vary in excellence from time to 
time because we have got so near the two 
minute record in so many of them that 
much if any advance is well-nigh impossi- 
ble. To carry on the trotting simile we 
can also say that if there is not a general 
advance or elusive high water mark there 
are yet many more each year in the 2.10 list, 
and we have given up all hopes nowadays 
ol winning with a 2.30 plug. 

e have not the space, nor is it nec- 
essary alter the awards have been so thor- 
oughly criticised and in some cases mauled 
by the weekly kennel papers, to give any- 
thing like a full criticism, and we will con- 


hibitor, leading in winners with Prince of 
Wales, followed by his brindle King Can- 
ute, who has come on nicely. 

St. Bernards showed a great falling off 
in numbers, the largest class being fourteen 
dogs in the novice class. There does not 
seem to be anything remarkable in the new- 
comers outside of the novice winner, Uncle 
Sam V, a big two year old. Sir Waldorf 
and Shelby Fernmore were first and re- 
serve in winners. We missed the Alta Ken- 
nels contingent very much. Only sixteen 
entries in bitches and an easy win in open 
and winners for Columbia’s Hope over Clo- 
tilde II. Smooths showed up as an im- 
proved entry. Newton Abbot Squire beat 
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Princess Alice I] in winners after each 
had won in their open classes. Great Danes 
were good classes and we were glad to see 
the Montebello Kennels again exhibiting. 
They showed a very grand young dog in 
Montebello Apollo who won four firsts, 
beating Arfonan’s Caesar in novice limit 
and winners. Montebello also won seconds 
with Montebello Melac, and Montebello 
Caesar and a third with the latter. In 
bitches Montebello entered three but could 
only get one first with Montebello San-lo. 
The catalogue records that she got reserve 
in winners, but in open has her as reserve 
and in limit as third, so her winners re- 
serve will be cancelled. The marked cata- 
logue is not very reliable this year. The 
best bitch was Taute Tiene, with good 
old Portia second in open, and entitled to 
reserve in winners on that award. 

This new dog, Montebello Apollo, is des- 
tined to have a great career, as he is in a 
marked degree a combination of _ size, 
symmetry and quality. A most typical 
head, free from all appearance of the 
fault of his sire, Meteor vom Inn, expres- 
sion of the best, excellent neck, shoulders 
and front combined with a middle piece and 
hind quarters equally good, we have sel- 
dom seen a Great Dane that impressed 
us more. On this occasion he won all he 
competed for and there never was any 


question but that all properly belonged to him. 
Black Boy had an easy win in Newfound- 


Laird in deerhounds. 
Russian wolfhounds were well filled 
classes and as is usually the case when Mr. 
Kraus sends anything from his Slatington 
Kennels, he did a good bit of winning. This 
time he had Tuman, second in limit, and 
third in open to his Bazar and the limit 
winner, W. H. Conrad’s Dvorak of Nepah- 
win. He then won first in open and winners 
with Boyar, put down in_ great shape. 
In bitches Mr. Kraus took three _ first, 
including winners, with Navrasala, a very 
handsome bitch. Mr. George J. Gould 
had quite a nice exhibit of wolfhounds, and 
so did the Valley Farm Kennels, Vera and 
Catherine the Great being respectively their 
best. The greyhound classes were not 
large, bar the limit dogs with six entries. 
Leeds Elect still held his own in dogs, and 
Leeds Music should certainly have won in 
Litches from Hall Stream, who is also a 
nice bitch, and Ben Lewis picked her up 
at a reasonable price. Two English fox- 
hounds, one in each class, moderately 
good. In the American division the same 
old faces, Bragdon and Carmen leading. 
Pointers were remarkably large classes 
and Mr. Muss-Arnolt as usual gave awards 
to everything that could walk. Sixteen 
got v. h. c. in novice dogs, four were h. c. 
and two plain c. Two, probably absentees, 
received no mention. So it went through 
all the classes. This is hardly judging, 
however popular it may make the official. 


lands and so did The 


AND STREAM 


First in novice was won by a good stamp 
of pointer, Westlake Chancellor, which 
has been out before and always very near 
the winner. Young Lynn, also a_ well 
known dog and well shown, won in limit 
from Mason King, both being sons of King 
of Lynn. This class was weak outside of 
these two. In the over 55 lbs. Mark’s Rush 
barely drawing the weight for this class, 
won very easily from Fair Acre Standard. 
The owner of the winner has concluded 
that it would be well to keep him in the 
light weight division hereafter and this is 
wise. He was beaten in open heavyweights 
by Duke of York, a dog of more substance. 
The veteran Prince’s Boy lost to Young 
Lynn in their open class. In the bitch divis- 
ion that good daughter of Sir Walter, 
Westlakes Surprise, won in limit and win- 
ners and ought to have been in open in 
place of or as well as Westlake Startle for 
the latter was beaten by George Mott's 
Princess Alice. Mr. Westlake was also a 
winner in lightweight open with Westlake 
Ornament, and all of his four pointers, 
with which he won three firsts and two sec- 
onds out of six entries, besides many spe- 
cials, were of his own breeding. Mr. West- 
lake has kept pegging away through shade 
and sunshine with definite views on point- 
er breeding, and now that he has “got 
there” he is to be conplimented and con- 
gratulated. 
Mr. William 
entry of English 


Tallman had also a large 
setters, and there was 
no broadcasting of cards and mentions in 
his case. One v. h. c. to a class, so a lot 
of good dogs got little or nothing. Rum- 
ney Ranger, for instance, got commended 
only in limit, making him seventh dog in 
the class, and in open class was h. c., mak- 
ing him sixth. This way of judging is just 
as faulty as Mr. Muss-Arnolt’s, for the 
reason that it is an exceptional style, the 
customary way of judges being to pick out 
the dogs for the places and a reserve dog, 
and then give commendations according 
to merit and irrespective of number. We 
all recognize the fact that v. h. c. at New 
York is a certain grade of dog, a better 
dog than an h. dog and that a c. dog is 
one that has but little merit. Now, accord- 
ing to Mr. Tallman’s system, any one dog 
might vary from a prize winner to c., ac- 
cording to the number of dogs in his 
classes, and we will prove to him by his 
own work how misleading it is. In novice 
dogs Lynnewood Dash was only commend- 
ed and in puppies the dog Patch was v. h. 
c. Which would he or any one else sup- 
pose to be the better of the two? Patch of 
course, but not at all for Dash was also in the 
puppy class, and was third. But supposing 
he had not been, would not Mr. Tallman 
have demonstrated very clearly by the v. h. 
c. that Patch was quite a nice puppy, where- 
as Lynnewood Dash was only one remove 
from being a bad one? 
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Again, in limit dogs, Myrtle Doctor was 
h. c. that means faulty with some re- 
deeming feature, whereas in novice dogs he 
was reserve and beat quite a lot of entries. 
Take the bitches and Duchess of Dodo, third 


BALMORAL PRINCE 
Property of Balmoral Kennels, Balmoral, Ont, 


in puppies, got nothing in novice class. Mr. 


Tallman is a clear headed man, willing 
to listen to an argument, and we think we 
have shown him that it is misleading for 
him to make his awards upon this excep- 
tional system. If he must persist in it, 
then stop at the prize winners with the 
necessary reserve dog in case of a disquali- 
fication. Then we will know where we 
stand. 

The honors in English went to Mr. G. 
C. Thomas, Jr., whose Mallwyd Sirdar, 
Rumney Racket, and Ulverstone Rap were 
the best three dogs, and in bitches his Mall 
wyd Meg was reserve in winners to Mall- 
wyd Queen. The latter, with her long 
back, is not the right stamp to put in front 
of the many good bitches at this show. Her 
head is good, but setters do not run and 
stay by reason of head alone. 

In Irish setters there was evidence of 
improvement and the number of entries 
was very fair. Rockwood Jr. again got in 
lront in winners with an unknown pedigree 
dog, Longwood Link, as reserve. Such 
recognized good ones as Royal Grand, 
Shandon Ben and St. Elvan, were all in the 
money. 

The present day show bitches are so few 
and so close together that they go up and 
down with every succeeding judge. Mr. 
Fallman put them in the order of Goldreme, 
Sig’s Girl, St. Lamberts Kathleen, St. Lam- 
berts Mollie and Belle of Nelson and it was 
only a few months ago that the latter was the 
leader in much the same company. Gordon 
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setters have become so few that there was 
no division by sex. Here everything was 
upset and Echo Clinton II. won in winners 
from Ned S., the novice first. 

Mr. Douglas got a good entry of spaniels 
but nothing new was shown able to beat 
those we have seen before. To this there 
was perhaps one exception in the brace of 
Clumber spaniels which came from England 
and won two firsts. Brookside Kennels win- 
ning puppy B. Chieftain got first in the novice 
and third in limit particolors, and Mepal’s 
Lake, second in puppies, was first in novice, 
black. These were the best of the new dogs 
and Chieftain promises to grow on the better 
ot the two. Winners black dogs had Fritz 
III. first with Premio reserve, and in parti- 
colors Romany Rye beat Chief II. In the 
bitch section Winsome II won over Mepal’s 
Opal, while Lorelei beat Waverly Sweetheart, 
the only entry of the Swiss Mountain Ken- 
nels in bitches. The Swiss Mountain won in 
field spaniels with Endcliffe Bishop and the 
cocker dog Champion Ono was entered but 
not shown. 

Mr. Hunter judged his collies in a very 
different style from his first appearance at 
the Pan-American show. He handled each 
class with confidence and we remember no 
prior occasion at New York when better 
and more consistent judgment was displayed. 
Quite a number of the Collie Club show 
awards were upset and we rather favor Mr. 
Hunter's placing except in the case of put- 


MERRY SHEILA 
Property of Balmoral Kennels, Ottawa, Ont, 


ting Black Watch back to v. h. c. in the tri- 
color class, and h. c. in limit class. He is 
not a faultless dog we know, but he has qual- 
ity and character enough to make rings 
around several put in front of him. Mr. 
Hunter in his own report says he gave him 
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c. because he was “savage” in the ring. But 
he was not so when he got the v. h. c. be- 
cause we were in the ring at the time. Bet- 
ter turn a “savage” out of the ring altogether 
than thus reflect upon both dog and judge. 
Ellwyn Carnegie we were disappointed in— 
light of bone and more of a bitch than a dog. 
Ballyarnet Eclipse had lost the freshness he 
showed at Stamford and Faugh-a-Ballagh 
needed a little more life in the ring. Of the 
dogs not at Stamford we may mention, in 
addition to Ellwyn Carnegie: Anfield Prince, 
a tall, taking dog, filled out very much since 
we saw him a year ago at his owner’s place, 
and also come on in coat; Parbold President, 
a well made, sound dog of character; Welles- 
bourne Hope, shown in good coat and he 
moved so much smarter than Eclipse or 
Faugh-a-Ballagh that it must have been a 
close thing as to his going higher than third; 
Emerald Eclipse and the rest of the Van- 
croft dogs were not in good coat. Wishaw 
Eva is a pretty good tri-color, but stands 
wide and her feet are not of the best, es- 
pecially when she is on the sawdust. Bal- 
moral Duchess rightly got at the head in 
limit and open and Mr. Hunter must have 
done a lot of thinking when it came to her 
meeting Moreton Hebe, winner in tri-color 
class, before the latter got the coveted honor 
in winners class. Hanover Jewel got up into 
her right place as second in limit and open, 
both colors, and Merry Sheila also found 
her level in the v. h. c. class. 

The visiting bob-tailed sheep dogs of the 
Tilley Brothers won the cream of the prizes 
in that breed, Merry Party and Bouncing 
Lass being two very good ones and both were 
well shown. 

The poodle prizes all went to Red Brook 
Kennels, the entry from this formidable 
kennel including Red Brook Maluna, Ebony 
Maid, Plain Jane, in bitches; and in dogs 
Ace of Spades, Sowdon Red Fox, Jack 
Frost, and Rupert of Thrandeston. The lat- 
ter and Ebony Maid were first in their re- 
spective winners classes, with Ace of Spades 
and Red Brook Maluna the reserves. All 
were in perfect bloom and the combination 
of colors made a very pretty bench exhibit. 

The bulldog classes were judged by Mr. 
Austin and it cannot be stated that he gave 
satisfaction. He dwelt and dwelt on his 
dogs till he made them a puzzle to himself. 
Placing Chibiados over Rodney Stone and 
Ivel Doctor was a blunder and there were 
others, so we will drop the curtain on an- 
other misfortune. French bulldogs had Miss 
Elizabeth Marbury as judge and she handled 
her classes with decision, but she fell into the 
same way of restricting commendations re- 
ferred to above in the case of Mr. Tallman 
and his English setters. For instance Mi- 
mouche, second in bitch puppies only got c. 
in novice and no mention at all in limit. If 
she was worth second in one class she should 
have been at least an h. c. or a v. h. c. bitch 
in the others. Shorty was v. h. c. dog in 
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novice class and not a mention in the limit 
class. Chalot, reserve in limit, is not n~a- 
tioned in open class. This is juggling aot 
judging, and exceptional judging theorics of 
this kind are most misleading. 

Frank Dole got his usual good share of the 
bull terrier prizes, his new dog puppy Edge- 
wood Alders winning in novice and limit 
classes as well as puppy—a right, smart 
terrier. In open heavyweights his Edgewood 
Crystal won from Mr. Croker’s Fire Light. 
As Frank says: “They keep finding fault 
with Crystal but I notice that he keeps get- 
ting there all the time.” Bloomsbury Mar- 
chioness was the best bitch and after her 
came Edgewood Abbie and Edgewood Mug- 
Edgewood Nathlie, had 


gins. Another one, 
a touch of cold or she would have been 
higher as she is a good young bitch. Wedge- 


wood Brant, a sound, good bodied dog, fully 
deserved his place in limit dogs. 

Colne Lucky Baldwin is a well named 
Airedale for the judging was hardly over 
when Clonmel Floriform arrived at the show, 
having come over on the delayed Cunarder. 
A bit of hard luck for Mr. Offerman, as 
the meeting between these two dogs would 
have been very interesting, indeed, and Mr. 
Arden would have had to do a good deal 
of thinking. As it was, good old Accring- 
ton Crack came in for second place to Mr. 
Laurin’s Coine Lucky Baldwin but we de- 
cidedly preferred The New King. The Savin- 
hurst Kennels introduced a grand bitch in 
Clonmel Majesty, who won from novice to 
winners. There were some good home bred 
ones from the same kennel in the puppy 
class while the second best bitch shown, 
Red Hackle, is an American bred. 

Boston terriers were large classes as usual 
and we cannot go into much detail. Mr. 
Brickley picked old Champion Roxie as his 
best dog with Bayside Chauncey as reserve. 
We were glad to see Mr. Stone’s Swell and 
his Sister Mary each get a second. Thomas 
Kelly also had a good bitch in Boylston 
Reina, first in open and winners, McMul- 
len’s Bessie being reserve in the latter class. 
The Strafford Kennels made a very pretty 
display as did Mr. Stone, Mr. Kelly, Mr. 
Dale and others. 

A good lot of beagles were shown under 
Mr. A. J. Purinton. Mr. Peters had a for- 
midable lot of Windholmes benched. His 
Robino III won in puppy and novice, Match- 
less in large, limit, Plausible in under 13 
inches, but there was a slip and the cup did 
not reach his lip in open class for Robino 
II was beaten by Mr. Caswell’s Dan D., and 
the same in winners. Mr. Wilson Barnard 
showed Orangeman in the limit, under 13 
inches, but Mr. Purinton did not fancy him 
much, though he gave him reserve. In the 
bitch class the following Windholmes won: 
Peerless and Fearless in puppy, Brighteyes 
and Stately in small limit. Stately in small 
open and Bangle in large open and winners, 
followed by the Rock Ridge Kennels 
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Rock Ridge Vixen. Dr. Motschenbacher 
took both winners prizes in dachshunde, 
but lost the reserve in dogs to that good 
dog of Dr. Folkens, Ruby from Cleveland. 

Mr. Rutherfurd had good classes of fox 
terriers, and in smooths Mr. Gooderham 
and the Sabine Kennels had matters pretty 
much to themselves, the former with Nor- 
folk home breds, and the latter with im- 
ported. Norfolk Parader won in puppy limit 
ana winners, and Norfolk All Blue in novice, 
the latter being second, and Norfolk Invader 
third in puppies. Invader was second in 
novice with Sabine Brightlight third. Sa- 
bine Result was second in limit, and Mr. 
Belmont’s Don Cesario third. In open, 
Sabine Result won, Norfolk Richmond sec- 
ond, and Norfolk Huntsman third. Result 
is a new dog, good length of head, marked 
full black and tan, splendid legs and feet 
with good bone, nice top and a dog of char- 
acter. We would like to see him a little 
cleaner in neck as that would add greatly 
to his appearance. In bitches there was no 
denying the excellence of Norfolk True 
Blue, and next to her came a sweet, sty- 
lish bitch named Sabine Lavender. The 
surprise in wire hairs was Mr. Carnochan’s 
new dog Carnsmuir Bull’s Eye, a very 
smart youngster indeed, but when it came 
to winners, and his meeting Matchmaker, 
surely the latter might have won, even if 
the youngster does beat him at the points 
of the shoulders. Both won over Hands 
Up, who only got third in open, Selwonk 
Banker being second. The wire hairs were 
stronger than the smooths. That sweet 
bitch, Hillcrest Facile, won in her classes, 
beating Selwonk Fearless in winners. 

The best Irish terrier dog we have had 
here yet is Celtic Badger, owned by the 
Rev. Father O’Gorman of Canada. A 
smart, stylish dog of quality. He won 
from novice up, beating Masterpiece in 
open. In bitches Mrs. Kernochan also won 
all the honors with her new one, Erminie, 
and our opinion is that she should have 
beaten Badger for the special. You can 
name but one bitch abroad that has a 
chance to beat Erminie, while there are 
several dogs you can select to put against 
Badger, so she ranks higher as a bitch 
than he does as a dog. Greatly improved 
classes over a year ago. 

Mr. W. P. Fraser, of Toronto, had a nice 
little lot of Scottish terriers to judge, but 
it is surely time we were having some 
American breds on exhibition. Out of nine- 
teen dogs, six puppies, one novice and one 
limit class dog was all of the natives, while 
in bitches four out of fourteen were 
American bred, three being puppies. Mrs. 
G. S. Thomas’ new youngster, Endcliffe 
Garnet, proved a jewel, winning in every 
dog class, bar open, in which he was not 
entered. Here The Laird won and also 
beat Garnet in winners. Such well known 
ones as Abertay, Heworth Merlin and 
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Brandywine Jock were in the money, and 
one of the good new ones was Mrs. George 
Hunter’s Litchfield Pitcher, a nice young 
dog just too old. fof the puppy class. Sil- 
verdale Queen and Heather Charm were 
the best two in bitches, with Brandywine 
Jean in third place. Welsh terriers were 
mixed classes until the open was reached, 
and although a newer breed with us than 
the Scotties, Mr. B. S. Smith held his 
own with home bred ones. He led in pup- 
pies with Betty of Cedarvale, by his Ce- 
darvale Hard Cash, who also sired the third 
in puppies, Cardiff Cloister. The Misses de 
Coppet won second with one of their own 
breeding, Windermere Watchman. In nov- 
ice Mr. Smith again scored with Lady of 
Cedarvale, while her dam Lassie of Cedar- 
vale, also bred by him, was second to Sel- 
wonk Princess in limit and open bitches, 
Princess taking first in winners with Sel- 
wonk Vagrant reserve. Black and tans 
were the same old faces. Parliament Dime, 
a neat, well-marked bitch, won everything 
except open dogs, in which Selwonk Im- 
perial, second to her in novice, won. Dr. 
and Mrs. Foote followed with Rochelle 
Clinker and Rochelle Cricket. 

Northern Flyer was far the best whippet 
bitch, but Flying Childers as the leader in 
dogs was a hard decision to swallow. Wol- 
verly Wallie, beautifully shown, won over 
Moorland Lad in Skyes, dogs, but Mr. Cav 
erhill took first and second in bitches with 
Queen and Diamond Queen. 

Mr. Freeman Lloyd overthrew some tra- 
ditions in toys, Mrs. Senn’s Yorkshire, 
Dandy, beating all the Endcliffes except 
Champion Endcliffe Merit. These were 
small but very strong classes. Pugs seem 
to be coming up again and Miss Whitney 
put some old ones back, Buller and Wal- 
lingford Swell being the order in winners. 
Under this judge, Black Knight was again 
in the rear, being beaten by Ebony Duke, 
who got reserve to Black Farry, a new 
one, in winners. We could not follow the 
placing of the pugs. There were no Swiss 
Mountain Kennel entries in Pomeranians, 
and here that very smart little dog, Ash- 
ton Merry Scamp, won the highest honors, 
followed by Mrs. Mayhew’s new one, Fox 
Hills Dandy. Perseveramce was still the 
best King Charles, and in Prince Charlies 
Darnall Kitty and Baby Duke won hon- 
ors in winners class. That sound Blen- 
heim, Cupid S., was put at the head of his 
breed, and that sterling good toy spaniel, 
Madame Patti, not only won in the ruby 
division, but took the special for the best 
of any variety. This is the spaniel we spoke 
of at Philadelphia. Mrs. Senn was not so 
formidable in Japanese as usual, Mr. Gerk- 
hardt winning all he was in for with a new 
dog named Mikado, with another new one, 
Ping Pong, second. 

As a final echo we hope the marked 
catalogue will be more free from errors 
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next year. We only partially marked one 
when the judging was going on, and find 
a good many errors in the official in these 
breeds. How the others are we cannot 
say. 


THE COLLIE CLUB SHOW 

The second show of the Collie Club, con- 
fined to collies, was held in the armory, at 
Stamford, Conn., on February 6 and 7, with 
Mr. R. A. Murray of Boston as judge. ‘The 
committeemen who took an active part in the 
management of the show were Messrs. M. 
M. Palmer, chairman; W. C. Hunter, John 
Black, E. J. Van Schaick and James Wat- 
son. The building was admirably adapted 
for the purpose of a dog show, there being 
plenty of clear floor-space and good light. 
The entry counted seventy-five by dogs with a 
total of 159 including duplicates. The fol- 
lowing comments upon the dogs shown will 
prove of interest to our many readers in- 
terested in this fashionable breed. 

Brandane Recorder, fourth in puppy class, 
third in junior class (American bred, under 


two years of age). A large well-grown 
puppy, eleven months old, good length of 
head, ears well carried, good coat. Some- 


what deficient in finish and quality. 

Rippowam Lord Stamford, first local, very 
highly commended puppy and open. Leggy 
and cut up in flank. Too unfurnished to 
show yet. May do better later on. 

Rippowan Invincible, v.h.c. in puppy class, 
litter brother to preceding. Better furnished 
puppy, nicely shaped head, good outline, car- 
ries one ear rather high. 

Cavehill Consul, second puppy and limit, 
other than sable, third novice, v.h.c. open. 
Extremely long head with powerful fore- 
face, not quite flat over eyes, good length 
ot skull, neat ears, well carried, great bone, 
good body, hind legs and tail carriage. 
Would be improved with more length of 
leg. The best coated tri-color in the show 
and attractively marked. 

Medford Victor II., v.h.c. puppy and nov- 
ice, reserve limit, other than sable. A large, 
well-grown puppy, with good length of head, 
skull not quite right and later on he had 
his ears up when on the bench. 

Faugh-a-Ballagh, first junior and puppy, 
second novice, limit, open and winners. A 
remarkably mature puppy, lovely head and 
ears, excellent expression and good front. 
Outline good, coat profuse and good in qual- 
ity. Movement of hind legs stilty and weak. 

Shaughraun, third puppy and limit, other 
than sable, v.h.c. novice and open. Brother to 
the foregoing, better mover, but lacking his 
shape of head and quality and expression. 

Beacon Manon, v. h. ¢., puppy and novice 
class. The Providence winner. Looks light- 
er in body than the month before. Very 
nice in head and outline. 

Balmoral Prince, reserve puppy, fourth lim- 
it, other than black; v. h. c., novice; a very 
catchy dog, shows nicely with head up and 
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ears well carried, good in front and behind. 
Somewhat underheaded, both as to length 
and filling up in front of the eye. 

Brandane Proclamation, v.h.c. novice and 
limit. A big dog with plenty of bone and 
substance and good coat, but like many of 
this character lacks the polish of quality. 

Merman, v.h.c. novice and junior. third lo- 
cal, Easy to pick out as a Galopin in head by 
his foreface and expression. Pretty fair coat, 
but is not large enough, and too thick j 
skull. 

Craigmore Clinker, v.h.c. novice, limit and 
open. A large dog of good character, well 
built and with good coat. Needs but a little 
touch of quality to improve him greatly, 

Cavehill Cardinal, v.h.c. novice, limit and 
open. Head of good length, excellent ex- 
pression and well finished; could do with a 
little more strength. Ears neat and well car- 
ried. Mane and frill good. Needs fleshing 
up more in body. A quality dog deficient in 
body, where he may improve. 

Braehead Commander, fourth novice. Has 
plenty of coat of excellent quality. Well 
grown dog of substance. Quite off in head 
and ears rather low in carriage. 

3almoral Duke, reserve novice and limit, 
v.h.c. open. Well built young dog of at- 


tractive color, falling a little—very little— 
short of the mark in expression. 
Balmoral Piccolo, v.h.c. novice, fourth 


A well known dog, head a little short, 
good body, legs and feet 


limit. 
good expression, 
and excellent coat. 
Winnetka Ballyarnett Eclipse, first, novice, 
limit, open and winners. Decidedly the pick 
of the show. Excellent head of good length, 
showing quality and character. Good out- 
line, legs and feet, plenty of coat, but hardly 
harsh enough. That and one ear a little 
higher than the other are about the only crit- 
icisms possible regarding this good dog. 
Brandane Clinker, v.h.c. novice, limit and 
open. Always lacking in expression, age has 
not effected any improvement in this big dog. 
Bournemore Piccolo, fourth limit, reserve 
A big, strongly-built dog inclining to 


open, 
coarseness. Excellent coat and showing 
character. 

Medford Teddy, v.h.c. limit and _ open 


Another big one, strong and 
plain in head; good legs and feet. 
Heacham Galopin, v.h.c. limit and open, 
first veterans. Still a grand headed dog, 
tall, good front, not overdone in bone, but 
enough. Excellent ear carriage, good eyes 
and expression. Was not well shown, coat 
being dull and tufty, looked “moth-eaten,” 
as one critic had it. This dog can be made 
to look much better and it is a pity his first 
appearance was under such disadvantageous 
circumstances. 
Craigmore Corinthian, 
open. A Providence winner. 
length, 
pared with such dogs 
Eclipse or Black Watch. 


fourth junior. 


third limit, fourth 
Head of good 


slightly lacking in finish when com- 
as H. Galopin, B. 
Lots of substance, 
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though he seems a little slack or cut up in 
loin and also rather straight in hind legs. 


Carrying a lot of coat and with his stylish 
posing and good ears he is quite an impres- 
sive dog. 

Black Watch of Ard-na-Clachan first limit, 
other than black, third open. A lovely head- 
ed dog for length, cleanness and finish, with 
excellent ear carriage; perfect front and good 
outline. His coat lies smoothly and gives 
him a flat-sided look, and it is also not dense 
enough. 

The bitches did not show the strength of 
the dogs in character, and it looks as if they 
were getting rather fine in bone. With this 
there is of course considerable quality in 
appearance, but what we want is size, sub- 
stance and quality. 

Ruskin Model, second in puppies, is a fair 
average bitch, and promises to have size. 
She also promises to be somewhat plain when 
put alongside of one with the right expres- 
sion. 

Brandane Ethel, first puppies and novice, 
third open and v.h.c. limit. A nice quality 
bitch, at present needs time to fill out and 
grow a bit. If she does not develop weak- 
ness of face when her head comes to its 
own she will make a good bitch. Very nice 
ears. 

Letort Belle and Letort Nellie were hic. 
in puppies. Very moderate, short heads and 
small. 

Ravenswood Pert, fourth in puppies. This 
young bitch, if she escapes distemper, for she 
is a July puppy, is likely to beat all shown 
against her. She is well made, has a nicely- 
shaped head, which has yet time to grow in 
the right way, and is very promising indeed. 
_ Craigmore Clorinda, third puppies, prom- 
ises to get size and in other ways to be pretty 
fair. 

The puppy class was not a strong one and 
many were removed before we took our 
notes. 

Braehead Glory, reserve novice, v.h.c. limit 
and open. A bitch of good size, well made, 
but strong in head. 

_ Winnetka Princess, third novice, v.h.c. 

junior, limit and open. A sweet bitch on 
the fine side. With her quality and more 

substance she would rank high with the best. 

Lady Galopin, v.h.c. novice. An awkward- 
ly-marked white faced bitch, well shown and 
possessing bone, substance and good charac- 
ter. A hard one to judge and might well 
have been higher. 

Lady Hope, v.h.c. novice, junior and limit. 
A neat bitch, nice head, good body and out- 
line. Rather small. 

Craigmore Cassandra, fourth novice. It is 
hardly fair to this bitch to ériticise her, for 
she was in such poor flesh and looked so 
slack that there is every chance for her to 
improve vastly. She had been very poorly 
up to within a few days of the entries clos- 
ing. In shape she can do some winning. 
Salvation Lass, fourth in limit. This well- 
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known bitch has kept her head wonderfully 
and in front is all one can wish. She is 
not yet in*full coat, and will not be for six 
weeks yet. Whaf she has is all right and 
of good texture and it looks as if she may 
be one of the best-coated ones of the season. 
She still shows short in body and needs to 
be shown standing square on her feet and 
not with her hind legs under her. 

Hanover Empress, second limit open and 
winners. A large well-developed bitch with 
a fair amount of coat but hardly sweet 
enough in expression. She was a little high 
in her classes. 

Balmoral Duchess, reserve in limit and 
v.h.c. in open. One of the best bitches in 
the show, foreface of beautiful proportions 
with perfect chiseling, good skull, nice out- 
line of body, excellent front—some said she 
stood wide, but on being asked to look again 
acknowledged that it was a mistake. Her 
ears are not carried as high as we would like 
to see and if they were she would be won- 
derfully improved. 

Merry Sheila, first limit, open and winners. 
A bitch of quality and well shown. In very 
good coat. She certainly does stand a little 
wide, unless looked after and not allowed to 
take it easy. Is overshot slightly. She is 
very nice in expression and a bitch we have 
always liked. She was put back at Provi- 
dence on account of her mouth. 

Hanover Jewel, first in limit, other than 
black, fourth in open. A much improved 
bitch since last New York. Filled out nicely 
in body, and would do better if brighter in 
expression, 


NEW ORLEANS SHOW 

John Dewhurst, Superintendent, P.O. Box 
oS, sends us the following letter: 

“We wish to inform you that our Show 
dates have been changed from April to March 
19, 20, 21; this gives exhibitors a chance to 
come from Coshocton, Ohio, to New Or- 
leans and then on to Chicago 

“We have classes for every breed; we have 
186 classes and some valuable specials. Our 
prize money is five and three in limit classes 
and six and three in open classes and five 
dollars for the best four of every breed. 

“Almost every Specialty Club has given 
us their special prizes. 

“Our entries close March 11th and the 
judges are Mr. Ed. A. Hardin, fox terriers 
(rough and smooth), and Mr. James Watson, 
all other breeds. 

“We will get anyone wishing to come, 
cheap rates to Chicago and assist them in 
every way possible. There will also be a 
prize in gold for the one bringing the largest 
string; this will be worth coming for. 

“Besides the cups from the different 
Specialty Clubs, the bench committee prom- 
ises a larger list of cups and special prizes 
than was given at the last show held here. 
Send for Premium List. ’ 


Ros 
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During the cold period the dog suffers 
the same as man_ because of sudden 
changes of the weather; especially such dogs 
as are allowed to seek a warm place for 
repose are subject to colds, coughs, pneu- 
monia, distemper, etc., 
entirely outside of the house and away from 
a hot stove. If housed in the kennel and 
abundantly supplied with dry straw, good, 
wholesome food, and exercised daily there 
need be no fear of illness because of severe 
cold weather. Of course, the short haired 
variety,such as the pointer, needs warmer shel- 
ter, free from draught, and if the kennel can be 
“9g ited on the sun side of a building it will 
be all the better. Housing in the barn over 
night is preferable, but the dog should be 
chained to a specially arranged place and 
not allowed to bed itself in the horse man- 
ure. During day time the open yard is the 
proper place for a dog, wet weather ex- 
cepted. 
* * * 

Loaning a well trained dog is one of the 
unpardonable things the sportsman should 
never be guilty of. To refuse a friend the 
use of your dog for a hunt may seem quite 
impolite and unsportsmanlike, but if the dog 
sought to be used without its owner partic- 
ipating is worth asking for, then the owner 
is fully justified in refusing the request. A 
dog and its master become accustomed to one 
another’s ways, understand the meaning of 
every move, rejoice if successful, and work 
together harmoniously to the pleasure and 
satisfaction of both. Lend that same well- 
behaved dog to your friends, who themselves 
are not the happy possessors of a good field- 
er, and “dollars to dumplins,” before the 
end of the open season the once highly 
prized animal won’t be worth the powder it 
would take to blow him to dog-heaven with. 
** * 


The supposition that the bitch is inferior 
to the dog in field qualities is an erroneous 
one—aye, the former is the superior. She 
has a better nose, is lighter on foot with 
greater speed and endurance, quicker in tak- 
ing up the scent, steadier at point, and easier 
managed. Of course the great objection the 
sportsman makes is the annoyance of her 


coming in heat twice a year and that this 
may come during the open season which 
would preclude her use afield for the time, 


more so than if kept, 


and, too, a mob of dogs congregating on the 
premises, etc. With some forethought and 
precaution, however, the objectionable fea- 
tures may be reduced to a minimum so as 
to fully offset undesirable inclinations of the 
male, especially that of loafing and carousing 
the year round. For a pleasant, affectionate 
and reliable companion, good honest and ef- 
ficient helpmate afield, choose a female. 
* x 


Proper care and feeding is one of the 
problems that confront every dog owner. 
3e it the lady who owns but a tiny pet 
poodle, pug, spaniel or terrier; or the pos- 
sessor of one of a number of canines of the 
larger breeds—complications will arise at 
times which baffle their comprehension. It 
may be stated without fear of contradiction 
that more harm is done by over-exertion in 
the care of dogs than is caused by actual 
neglect. For instance, compare the health 
and hardyhood of the country dog with that 
of his city cousin: while the former is in- 
variably found in the best of health, active 
and spry, the city dog, as a rule, evinces 
weakness constitutionally because of a sus- 
ceptibility to disease, and in spite of groom- 
ing and constant fondling appears puny, 
mangy, and devoid of life and sprightliness. 

QUESTION BOX 

Q.—Up to a week ago I had as fine pup- 
pies as anyone ever saw. I have to leave 
home early in the morning and get back late 
evenings, and can therefore not give the 
puppies much attention. To-night I find 
them poor and weak so that they can hardly 
stand up, and wobble when they walk. The 
dam receives food liberally and a lack of 
nourishment can hardly be the cause of the 
puppies’ weakness and falling off in flesh. 
I am frank to state that I am an awful poor 
hand at doctoring dogs. What may be the 
matter and what can I do to save these fine 
puppies 

, vege ou fail to state the age of the pup- 
pies, but doubtless they are about six weeks 
old, because at that age the trouble usually 
arises of which you speak—worms! In your 
particular case advice will come too late at 
the time this reaches you, because the entire 
litter may have died if prompt relief was not 
supplied. But, for the benefit of other in- 
experienced breeders a few words upon this 
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mooted subject should not go amiss. It is 
authoritively known that puppies are born 
with worms, and to combat and eliminate the 
resultant inroads caused by the parasites is 
one of the complexities of dog breeding. 
Thoroughbred dogs suffer most and therefore 
require greater vigilance. With many other 
breeders, the writer could relate many a woe- 
ful tale anent this subject, but for many years 
past his troubles in that respect have been 
reduced to a minimum. Age, experience, 
is a great but, as a rule, an expensive teacher, 
and forty years a long course of instruction. 











Photo by C. C. Greene 


A HANDSOME POINT ON QUAIL, NEAR 


To avoid trouble from worms: In the fifth 
week of pregnancy, the bitch gets for three 
days a dose of Haberlein’s Worm Extermin- 
ator. When the whelps are three weeks old, 
the dam again for three consecutive days 
gets the same dose. When six weeks old, each 
puppy gets the prescribed dose of same med- 
icine twice every two weeks till four months 
of age—result, no worms and healthy, strong, 
active, sleek and fat pups. 

* *k * 


Q.—Owing to sickness I was unable to 
do anything with my English setter pup last 
fall and he is now past one year old. I 
should like to work him in snipe in the 
spring but fear he is getting rather old to 
train. About the yard he is very easily 
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handled, also seems willing to mind but will 
not hunt for game when taken out into the 
woods and-just hangs close to me. What 
would you advise? 

Ans.—Having grown up in the city and 
not taken afield before a year old is the 
reason your dog clings to you when taken to 
the woods. All such as he sees and hears out 
there is new to him and to get him used to it 
is the first thing necessary. The open field 
is preferable to brush or woodland for start- 
ing a pup, and if an active dog can be taken 
along for the first few days progress will 








Fourth award in monthly photo competition 
PROVIDENCE, R. 1., IN A CORN FIELD 


be more rapid. When enthusiasm has been 
aroused the pup should be hunted alone so 
as to put him upon his own resources and thus 
become self-reliant. Your fear that the dog 
is already too old is unnecessary—a puppy 
may be too young to commence training in 
earnest and systematically but never too old. 
** * 


Q.—I have a beagle bitch, one year old, the 
making of a good little rabbit hound, that 
has a way of going which displeases me. 
When I start out across country with her 
she bounds off merrily and soon extends 


her fling beyond my liking. I may call and 
blow the whistle without avail. Usually I 
return home without my dog. Next morning 
when out to look her up I may get a glimpse 
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of her in the distance, apparently trying to 
get a trail of me in order to find the way 
home. Sometimes the dog whistle will bring 
her within sight of me and when she sees 
me she shakes her head and disappears again. 
I have never whipped her for it because she 
would not know what it was for, but I am 
out of patience. As she is a gritty little 
devil I would hate to lose her and hope you 
can give me a word of advice in correcting 
the annoying fault. 

Ans.— An inherent desire to hunt impels 
her to start out and stay out—a desirable 
quality but in excess of utility. Getting 
her controllable and to extend the flings to 
desirable distances, however, will be a sim- 
ple matter if you follow instructions in the 
“Amateur Trainer” in the preliminary yard 
training and continuing up to quartering and 
ranging, which includes making obedient to 
the whistle. Of course the book is speciall# 
written for the perfect training of the bird 
dog, but in training any other than a setter 
or pointer such portions of the instruction as 
are not required may merely be omitted. 

k * * 

Q.—I have a very intelligent English setter, 
eighteen months old, and can make him do 
most anything but hunt in briars and under- 
brush. He has plenty of ambition and in 
open country does excellent work, ranges 
well and is staunch on point. When we get 
into brush he comes to heel. I clipped his 
tail early in the season because the briars 
bothered him, and am afraid I have made 
a mistake. Can you suggest a remedy? 

Ans.—Probably your dog has a vigorous 
tail action, and clipping the brush robbed 
him of the natural protection, thus rendering 
work in briars and brush painful, hence, a 
refusal to work in such places. In that case 
forcing onward would but result in a total 
“quitter. Allow the hair to grow out at 
natural length and upon return after the hunt 
relieve him of the burrs by combing out and 
all should be well. In the meantime, when 
hunting in brush, protect the tail by wrapping 
it with court plaster upon the start and re- 
move same by moistening after returning. 


Q.—My pointer bitch, past two years old, 
is becoming lazy and seems getting less am- 
bitious as a bird finder. Had her spayed 
when four months old and she did good work 
in the field the first season, this last fall 
though she worked too slow to suit me. 
How can I put renewed life into her? 

Ans.—Would be useless to attempt. The 
case as you state is the usual outcome when 
a bitch is spayed or a dog castrated. It de- 
stroys ambition, enhances laziness and get- 
ting fat. 

**K* 

Q.—My four year old pointer dog used to 
hunt with head high when scenting birds, 
but all along during the past season he 
sniffed the ground in search for scent and 
runs well nigh onto them before coming 


to stand and consequently flushes many that 
he should point. How can I break him of 
the fault? 

Ans.—Impaired scenting powers doubtless, 
He sniffs the ground for foot scent because 
of an inability to take up the body scent. 
“Breaking of the fault” does not apply—the 
scenting powers must be restored. 

* * 


Q.—What can I Po to get my pointer bitch 
in season so as to have her whelp about 
April or May? She is nine months old, well 
grown for age, and I wish to breed her next 
spring. 

Ans.—Although that could be accom- 
plished by drugging, I never recommend such 
measures and most emphatically warn against 
such practice. Besides, your bitch is en- 
tirely too young to be bred. At the age of 
about one year the bitch comes in season for 
the first time, and nearly regularly every six 
months thereafter. Breeding when in heat 
the second time is early enough. 


ALL ABOUT IT 
Sound Philosophy on Field Dogs by 
Old Man Vinkle 
BY ARTHUR BENNETT 
TF | F you happen ter git hold uv a setter 


Some 


huntin’ dorg purp,” said old man 
Vinkle, as he tilted his chair back 
to the required angle, “the first thing you’ve 
got ter do is to set down an’ think awhile. 
You've got ter figure thet that ’ar purp ain't 
no fool nor studyin’ fur the ministry neither. 

“Every fall folks come out this away by the 
car-load. Tons uv cartridges, hundreds 
scatter guns an’ thousands of half-broke 
dogs. Most on ’em are purty good fellers, 
smart enough at thar own game, I guess, but 
they ain’t got no dog sense no mor’n a rab- 
bit. Some day when I git so’s I can’t hunt 
no more I’m agoin’ back East to break dorgs 
fur them thar millionaires. I’ve seed easy 
games from Dutch Flat ter Little Utah but 
that graft beats ’em holler. 

“Onct in awhile you run across’t a man 
thet’s on ter his job. A young feller come 
here from California onct. He war goin’ ter 
Manitobey. He war a hull team with a scat- 
ter gun an’ he’d a brace of dorgs thet wuz 
whales, jus’ nat’ral whales. 

“But mos on em come along like this. 
They sez, ‘Vinkle, here’s a dorg which can’t 
be beat nowhere nor nohow. He’s the best 
bred purp thet ever kum ter Dakotey. I give 
fifty bones fur him when he wuz weaned.’ 
‘Hev he a pidergree?’?’ Thet remark makes 
him reach fur his pocket-book ez quick ez 
Jessee James ’d grab a gun. This same man 
mought forgit his wife an’ fambly, forgit 
the law an’ the gospel, yes, forgit ter take 
a drink, but you won’t never ketch him day 
or night ’ithout that pup’s pidergree con- 
venient. He hauls out a document ez long ez 
your arm. ‘There it is,’ he sez, ‘look at it 
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He hez fourteen crosses of Gladstone and 
eighteen of Antonio,’ he sez. 

“Ts he broke good’? I intemates. 

“‘Broke?’ sez he in kind uv pained tones. 
Is he broke? Well I should say he is edi- 
cated ter talk seven different languages,’ he 
sez. ‘Ll hed him in trainin’ ter Catlett’s fur 
over a year. I just got him back, look what 
he sez about him.’ With that he dives for his 
wallet an’ brings out another doc’ment. I 
got one uv them letters as a curiosity like 
from the last feller wuz here. It reads this 
away : 

Bowville, Sept. 25. 
“‘James Easyman, Esq., 
New York City. 

“Dear Friend :—Your letter received. The 
pup is all right and has improved right along. 
I have had him now on all kinds of game 
here—snipe, woodcock, quail and _ ruffed 
grouse, and I never handled a stauncher and 
better dog. He has plenty of speed and can 
go all day. You will find that he retrieves 
beautifully and is steady to shot and wing. 
He should be a corker on chickens. The 
training bill will be $150 with $10 extra for 
medicine. You can send it by cheque. I ship 
you the dog to-day by express. 

Truly yours, 
W. Catlett.’ 

“Well arter that we lights up our ci- 
gars and sets there talking till way inter the 
night about thet pup, an’ in the mornin’ starts 
out bright an’ early ter explore the surround- 
in’ kentry. When the wagon is about ready 
my old dog, Guess, comes along and jumps in. 

“You ain’t agoin’ ter take thet dorg air 
you?’ says Easyman. 

“*Mought jest as well,’ I allows. 

“‘Better leave him ter home. He'll only 
be in the way,’ sez he. 

“‘Nope,’ sez I, ‘we’ll make him stay in the 
waggin,’ sez I, ‘He won’t hurt nothin’.’ 

“We turns the wonder loose an’ away he 

goes like a quarter hoss. I heads fur whar 
I know a big covey of chickens uses near a 
wheat field an first thing they are in the air 
goin’ every which way with that edicated 
dog trying to chase em to Omaha. Easyman 
yells an’ whistles, an’ has. seventeen cat fits 
on the side, but thet pup keeps movin’ south 
like a locomotive. He is all bruk up an’ 
wants to go home, but I sez, ‘Let’s turn this 
old scoundrel loose, he mought find a covey.’ 
So I cranks the wheel an’ ole Guess slides 
out an’ commences to project along the edges 
of the wheat field. Purty soon I sees his 
nose go in the air an his ears drop back flat 
on his neck. So I pulls up the horses an’ 
sez to Easyman. ‘You'd better git out, an’ 
shove a few catriges in your ol’ fusee.’ 
Bi ‘But,’ sez he, ‘he ain’t pointin’ nothin.’ 
Nope,’ I sez, ‘but about the ‘time you git 
teady he will be.’ You see I knows he hez 
a whiff uv an old cock an’ he’s running.’ 

“Well, down he gits, an’ by the time he has 
decided what load he'll shoot the old dog 
has drawed up an stiffened out. Easyman 


starts on the run, but I hollers at him ter 
take his time. 

“*Won’t he run in an’ flush?’ sez he. 

“Very little, if any,’ sez I. 

“Up gits Mister Chicken and sails straight- 
away. Easyman’s gun goes off almost afore 
he gits it to his shoulder, but he has better 
luck with the second barrel, and the old cock’s 
wings snap together like a sefiorita’s fan. 

“Guess looks up at me an’ I sez, ‘Dead bird, 
old man,’ so he toddles off an’ fetches him 
back an’ puts both forepaws agin my belt 
while he hands him up to me. But you'd 
oughter hear Easyman. We ketch the pup 
with seventeen crosses of Gladstone an’ tie 
him to the waggin box. Then we take old 
Guess an’ start in on one o’ them regular 
knock down, drag out good times. By noon 
we hev ten brace an’ the old dog is just 
limberin’ up. We camp down by the river 
fur the noon spell and lie smokin’ under the 
willers till the birds come out for the evenin’ 
feed. Then we gether a few more and start 
fur home. 

“Easyman clean forgits about his purp an’ 
it ain’t up to me to say nothin’. We talk 
over the day’s sport and every little while 
he raises the offer fur old Guess, but the 
best compliment ever paid him kem from a 
feller from Philadelphia: ‘Vinkle,’ sez he, 
‘if thet dog hed be’n a man, he’d a been 
President of these United States. 

“But I started in ter tell you something 
*bout breakin’ dorgs. Ef your lookin’ fur a 
likely purp, first and foremost investigate par- 
ticular his legs an feet, because mainly he 
does his travelin’ on ’em. Git plenty uv bone, 
straight in front and reasonably crooked be- 
hind. Fur feet what I calls a cat foot is the 
best. There is more spring to a round, com- 
pact, ball-like foot than one that’s spread out 
over an acre uv ground. Don’t pay so much 
attention to the squarness of his muzzle as 
to the amount of room he has fur a decent 
handful of brains. See that he is strong 
across the kidneys, an’ not large enough to 
pre-empt all the room in yore waggin. Them’s 
the main points. Arter that it’s up to you an’ 
the dog. 

“Old King Solomon couldn’t never hev 
told nothin’ "bout a setter purp ’ithout first 
investigatin’ some. Lots uv folks think they 
kin, but none o’ that breed ’] ever lay the 
foundation fur a race of philosophers. Theo- 
ries ain’t worth a tinker’s good mornin’! 
You’ve got ter set down an’ think, bearin’ 
in mind thet Mister Pup is doin’ some figurin’ 
on his own account. Fust git him used to 
you, win his confidence, an’ larn him ter come 
to your call. Next teach him to obey in the 
matter uv keepin’ frum doin’ somethin’ he 
wants to do. You kin accomplish this best 
by layin’ his feed down and holdin’ him for 
a while before you let him git to it. Before 
long you will find you won't hev ter hold 
him as he will stand till you give him the 
word to go on. 

“Teach him to drop at the word. Speak to 
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him, tappin’ him lightly on the head, and 
if he don’t git down pull his fore legs out 
straight. He will larn this quick enough. 
As he gits bigger you will notice him com- 
mence to pint small birds an’ chickens, an’ 
when he stiffens out just try to git yore hands 
on him so’s he won’t chase. Pet him an’ 
talk to him like you would when you laid 
his feed down an’ made him wait. Them’s 
the rudiment’s uv the game. Once he gits 
wise to these here things he won’t be hard 
to control in the field. 

“When yore purp first goes out try if pos- 
sible to take some staunch old dog along. 
Let the old fellow do the huntin’ and have 
a long lead on yore purp with a small iron 
stake at the end. When the old un finds an’ 
points let the youngster draw up an’ git a 
sniff. Drop the stake in the ground an’ stomp 
it in with yore foot. Then walk up an’ pet 
the purp. He may git excited like as not, an’ 
start ter crouch or race an’ pitch. Get yore 
hand on him, stroke him an’ talk to him. 
Lift him up on his legs, straighten his tail 
out, saying all this time, ‘Steady thar, boy, 
steady thar’. Then when he gits kinder quiet- 
ed an’ commences to notice the old dog’s ac- 
tion, throw a rock in an’ flush the covey hol- 
lerin’, ‘Steady thar, steady thar,’ to the young 
dog. He may try to break an’ run in, but 
that stake is in the ground and he only gits 
a few yards afore he is brought up short. 
Handle him this way an’ he won’t break 
mor’n four or five times. Don’t try to kill 


OUR 
A HISTORICAL DIG-UP 


BY N. H. CROWELL 
(Being extracts from the diary of one Giles 
Justin, Esq.) 

Ocktober ye Sixe, 1660—Ye trusty Fowell- 
ing Piecce didde Grande thiss Day. Noe 
fewer than fiv Duckke, one Excedeingg Largge 
bird called Pellicane an one other Creaturr ye 
likke ye writer saw notte till now. Ye saide 
creaturr’s Taill is Thickk with much Haire 
and Whitte stripes do runne down ye beast’s 
boddy on toppe. Ye animiale do have ye very 
Excedeingg strongge Odore and ye writer 
didde not Partakke of ye fleshe thereoff. 

Ocktober ye Ninne, 1660—Ye writer is tru- 
ly filled with Depe Thankks this night. Whille 
making aboute on ye Upper parte of ye 
Woodes ye writer behelde a Largge crea- 
turr, being in ye Judgmente of ye writer ye 
size of about two welle-fedde cattel. Ye 
writer came verry near ye creature which 
remained busye eating ye herbes an sprouttes. 
Whene ye writer hade came verry close to 
it and was notte observede, he Pluckt upp 
Courag an fired intoe ye beaste. Alas! Ye 
seemeing gentle creaturr became a _ verry 
savvag beaste. Indeede, onlye by ye free use 
of his Legges didde ye writer gette off with 


FIELD AND STREAM 












a bird over him for the first few times, 
That’s the trouble with most on ’em. They 
want ter shoot all the time an’ the purp is 
goin’ galley west. One bad break at the start 
will take six months to get over and then 
praps you will never git yore dog right, 
Don’t work him too long any day at first, 
but keep him interested all the time. 

“At the outset you want to be mighty keer- 
full about makin’ yore dorg gun shy. When 
he is a little shaver commence by snappin’ 
caps on an old muzzle loader. Arter. he gits 
used to that try him with small charges ina 
pistol an’ grade ’em up till you ken shoot the 
reg’lation load without fazin’ him. As I 
said afore you’ve got ter git his confidence an’ 
hang on ter it all the time. 

“If you ain’t got no time ter break a dog 
yourself an’ you want to git him edicated 
into a nice pleasant everyday kind er hunter 
companion, send him to a feller thet hunts 
fur the market. Thet man is in the business, 
He has to go out every day and your dog 
will see more birds in a week than most of 
these professional trainers will show him in 
a year. Thar’s lots uv old fellers knocking 
around thet couldn’t win no field trials but 
they kin break a huntin’ dog to fare you well. 
Them’s the kind thet wants a huntin’ dog 
and ain’t lookin’ fur no greyhounds. What a 
young dog wants is experience. Let him see 
plenty of game an’ he’l! learn a heap site more 
himself then you or all the trainers in the 
world can teach him.” 
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his life. Ye Fowelling Piecce escapped with- 


oute dammag. 

Ocktober ye Sixetene, 1660—Killed this 
Day. One smale Duckke. One Large indiane. 

Ocktober ye Twentie, 1660—Ye noble Wea- 
punn laide low this Day one verry Fatte bird 
called Turkey which said bird ye writer 
shared with Mistress Susane Barker whose 
smale boye Davide has a moste bigge paine 
in his boddy by swallowing down ye goode 
woman’s Thimbel. Some goode snow felle 
this Day. 

Ocktober ye Twentie sixe, 1660—A verry 
bigge Day. Shotte one Cur Dogge, made 
Courte to ye yonge damsele Peggy Lee to be 
ye wiffe of ye writer, skinned ye Dogge, Mis- 
tress Lee saide she woulde be ye wiffe of ye 
writer, digged a gravve for ye Dogge, took 
ye yonge damsele Peggy unto wiffe, buried 
ye Dogge an drankk Thirtieone cuppes of ye 
souer sackke wine. 

Ocktober ye Thirtie, 1660—Ye Faithfulle 
Fowelling Piecce is brok’n in smale bittes by 
ye wiffe Peggy an ye writer has Laborre m 
ye barnes of Master Tobias Tophame. | 

Ye ende of ye Diarye of Giles Justin, 
Once in ye Employye of Richard Ogle, a 
Gentleman, but Latelie a common seeker af- 
tere game an ye Likke, 
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We have recently received from the Pneu- 
matic Mattress and Cushion Co., 35 and 37 
Broadway, New York City, one of their new 
cushions advertised so prominently in this 
issue. These cushions are designed to meet 
the needs of every sportsman, whether a 
hunter, camper, fisher, or canoeist, on the 
water or off the water, in the woods or at 
home. ; 

You will notice in the first place that it 
makes an elegant cushion for your office 
chair. We are using ours in that manner 
and are delighted with it. Deflated, it can 
be carried into the woods or camp, and if 
you are sitting you have a good comfortable 
seat. If you are forced to get up and walk, 
it can be carried around the neck without 
much difficulty. If you are lying down or 
waiting for the ducks to come, you have a 
good head-rest ; and if you are carrying your 
canoe, you will notice the cushion is made 
with a hollow on either side to accommodate 
the canoe paddles and prevent them from slip- 
ping. If a man gets into a tight place and 
cannot swim, he has a swimming collar, and 
if the canoe should happen to be overturned, 
a life-preserver is handy. We do not see 
how anyone can dispense with this article 
after having his attention called to it. 





The attention of anglers is invited to the 
special offers that Abercrombie and Fitch, 
314-316 Broadway, New York, are making. 
They have a new high grade rod, the “Bic,” 
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which sells for $15.00, and is a bargain at 
the price. It is made of split bamboo in 
fly and bait casting patterns, with German 
silver mountings, patent extension flexible 
end ferrules, cork hand grasp and metal reel 
seat. In writing for their beautiful and com- 


_prehensive catalogue, address Dept. S. 





F. F. Proctor, proprietor of the seven 
prosperous and popular playhouses bearing 
his name, has gone to Palm Beach, Florida, 
with his family, for an outing of several 
weeks’ duration. Mr. Proctor is an ardent 
automobilist, golfer and general sportsman, 
and it is not unlikely that he will before 
his return invest in a Florida orange grove. 
Many of his friends, among them Augustus 
Pitou, Joseph Arthur and Joseph Jefferson, 
have long been “landed proprietors” in that 
region of fruit, flowers and balmy breezes. 





The Lefever Arms Co. of Syracuse, N. Y., 
would like the pleasure of forwarding you 
one of their new illustrated catalogues de- 
scribing the different grades of hammerless 
guns they are now building. They have com- 
piled a table showing the loads of the differ- 
ent manufacturers for the different kinds 
of shooting, showing the number of pellets 
patterned with the different measures and 
sizes of shot also patterns made with cylin- 
der, modified, strong modified and full choke 
guns. It describes their new medium priced 
gun which is meeting with such favor. It 





New York Chicago 





ARE you going to the Grand 
American Handicap at tar- 
gets—Kansas City—April? 
The time will soon be here. 
right behind the band” and have 
your shells loaded with “ Infallible,” 


the only American Dense Powder. 


Laflin & Rand Powder Co. 


Denver 


“ Get 





San Francisco 
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which will be of interest to sportsmen. 


In our advertising pages will be found 
number of splendid offers of game preserves, 
country homes for sportsmen, club member- 
ships and several exceptional opportunities 
to purchase hotel properties, one in Maine. 
If interested in a desirable Adirondack prop- 
erty costing about $10,000, which combines 
a number of ideal advantages for either a 
private lodge or a first class hotel, write 
for particulars to Fretp AND STREAM Office. 


We are informed that, in the process of re- 
organization, the Dupont Powder Company 
has entirely abolished a number of its busi- 
ness agencies, of which one was filled many 
years by Mr. W. L. Colville, whose territory 
as a Dupont representative included New 
England, New York, New Jersey and Penn- 
sylvania. 


The latest production in Remington fire 
arms, their No. 6 rifle, is especially designed 
to meet the demand for a light weight and 
reliable “take down” rifle at a moderate price. 
The action is a modified type of the cele- 
brated Remington system. See advertisement 
in this issue and send for catalogue showing 
all the various styles of popular fire arms 
made by this old established concern. 


A new and interesting advertisement in 
this issue shows the Gillette supplemental 
chamber, enabling one to shoot small, cheap 
pistol cartridges in any of the standard long- 
range rifles. Send for one, the price is only 
75 cents postpaid. 

The Yawman and Erbe Mfg. Co. of Roches- 
ter, N. Y., are offering five attractive money 
prizes to anglers who use their automatic 








reel, Send for particulars. 
Sportsmen, naturalists, and _ particularly 
trappers, will be interested in the valuable 


catalogue issued by the Oneida Community, 
Ltd., Kenwood, N. Y., makers of the world 
famous “Newhouse” traps. Ever since the 
days that Sewell Newhouse forged by hand 
in his rude blacksmith shop the first traps 
that bore his name—half a century ago—the 
Newhouse has been the world’s standard of a 
perfect steel trap, and to-day there is not a 
country in the world, civilized or uncivilized, 
where they are not in use. 


Mention FireELp AND STREAM and address 
J. Stevens Arms and Tool Co., Box 5, Chi- 
copee Falls, Mass., for their new catalogue 
full of practical and seasonable information 
for sportsmen. They also make the famous 
Stevens-Duryea automobile. 


The amateurs of the Crescent A. C. of 
New York have been putting up some record 
scores, notable among which is the perform- 
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contains hints on loading and boring of guns 
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KINSTLER WAR 
BAG 


FOR SPORTSMEN, CAMPERS, ETC. 


Holds as much as a Trunk. Weight 3 1-2 
Pounds, A Valise on the Cars. A Pack- 
Bag in the Woods Send jor Circular C. 


J. KINSTLER, 126 Oak St., CHICAGO, ILL. 
CURIOS FOR SPORTSMEN 


Elk and Moose Horns and Scalps. Finely 
mounted Elk and Moose Heads; just the thing 





for a Hotel or Club. Live four- year-old male 
Moose, quiet and halter broken. Indian Curios, 
Saskets, etc. We carry the largest stock in Can- 


Write us for prices. WHITE, Curio Deal- 


Winnipeg, Manitoba. 


ada. 
er, 





This Space is Reserved for the 


WOOGLIN KENNELS 


HAZARDVILLE, CONN. 
Cocker Spaniels a Specialty 
The King of all Stud Collies is 


CHAMPION RIGHTAWAY 


Winner of 7 Championships. FEE $25. 
The King of Quality is 


CH. BRANDANE ALTON MONTY Fee szo. 


Brood bitches in whelp and puppies. 
M, D. McNAB, 6337 Normal Ave., CHICAGO, ILL, 


AT Stud— The Sensational COLLIE 


HEACHAM GALOPIN 


A winner of over one hundred firsts, two 
championships, and the sire of the reigning Col- 
lie of Europe, Ch. Wishaw Clinker, besides a 
host of others. For further particulars, address 
RAVENSWOOD COLLIE KENNEL 

D. E. Gardner, Prop., 
Grace St., Chicago, Ills. 


ST. BERNARDS 
HELLGATE KENNELS 


FRED. SCHMITT, Prop. 

Jackson. Ave. and Trains Meadow Road. 
Lock Box 15, Woodside, L. I., New York. 
AT STUD # Hellgate Balder 54321; Lord Roberts 5913! 

Teddy Dick 46785 ; Hornsea Chief, Jr. 57312 
Puppies, grown se 
our 
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Stud fee on application. 
and bitches for sale at reasonable prices. 
acres of ground for boarding dogs. 


ENGLISH SETTERS 


For field and show purposes. At stud, the well- 
known imported winner ALBERTS DUKE (59,- 
182) by Sir Terris, litter brother to the famous 
Champion Barton Tory, dam Lady Vere by Duke 
from Lady Howard, ‘sire of Albert’s Miss, first 
and special L. K. of A. New York, Myrtle 
Barbie, first puppy, first a second limit, sec- 
ond open, reserve winners, special for best in pup- 
py class (dog or bitch) and special for best Ameri- 
can bred Ps or bitch), and other good ones. 
FEE $25.00. Also MYRTLE DOCTOR (69,885), 
sire Albert’s Captain ex Albeot’s Little Nell. First 
prize winner at Orange, N. J. show, beating Ch. 
Gilhooley. FEE $25.00. 


MYRTLE KENNELS, Port Chester, N. Y. 
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ance of H. M. Brigham, who recently as 
scratch man won the cup with scores 47-49-47 
out of a possible 50, a total of 143 out of 150. 

F. B. Stephenson also recently broke 95 out 
of 100, which is within a few points of the 
record score of the club. Both of these gen- 
tlemen used Peters High Gun Shells loaded 
with L. & R. Infallible. 


Judging them by rules, anatomic or eco- 
nomic, Boston Garters always win the ap- 
proval of men who once wear them. They 
are comfortable, thoroughly well made and 
every pair warranted. 





Send to the Marlin Fire Arms Co., New 
Haven, Conn., for particulars of a new sight 
which they are using on their rifles. It seems 
to be a sensible step forward. 

Uncle Sam, in the person of ten of his 
Government officials, has charge of every 
department of the Hayner Distillery. From 
the very grain they buy to the whiskey 
you get, Uncle Sam is constantly on the 
watch to see that everything is all right. 
They dare not take a gallon of their own 
whiskey from their own warehouse unless 
he says it’s all right. And when he does 
say so, that whiskey goes direct to you, with 
all its original richness and flavor, carrying 
a United States registered distiller’s guar- 
antee of purity and age, and saving you the 
dealers’ big profits. If you use whiskey, 
either medicinally or otherwise, you should 
read the offer of the Hayner Distilling Com- 
pany elsewhere in this paper. 


A compact book on the treatment of 
wounds, burns, contusions, fractures, dislo- 
cations, sprains and other forms of accidental 
injury, entitled “Accidents, Illnesses and 
Emergencies,” is issued by the medical de- 
partment of the Mutual Life Insurance Com- 
pany of New York, and is sent free on re- 
quest. 





_ In nothing are people more particular than 
in the pens they use. The Esterbrook pens 
have been on the market for over forty years. 





Among the many new breakfast foods 
that have so recently sprung into promi- 
nence it would be safe to say that few of 
them will ever establish the hold upon pub- 
lic favor which is now enjoyed by the 
Shredded Wheat Biscuit. As a_ simple, 
wholesome, nutritious diet for every mem- 
ber of the family it cannot be excelled, and 
the varied uses to which it can be adapted 
in the serving of breakfast, dinner or sup- 
per dishes render it of peculiar value to the 
housekeeper. 

But the sportsman, too, will find it a val- 
uable and delicious addition to his list of 
camp supplies, especially if he has a head- 
quarters during his outing. The writer 
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REMINGTON 


NEW NO. 6 TAKE DOWN RIFLE 


A thoroughly well made, 


“take down” rifle at a mod- 
erate price. Fitted with 
tang peep sight. Made for 
22, 32 short and 32 long 


rim fire cartridges. 


Send for handsome new cata- 
log describing our complete line 
of firearms. 


REMINGTON ARMS C0. 


86-88 First St. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 


313 Broadway 
NEW YORK 


SMALL PROFITS—QUICK SALES 


TROUT 
FLIES 


FOR TRIAL, 
SEND US 
for ¢ Ss is le Doz. A . 
15 “Regular Price, 24 cents,” Quality A Flies 
fe ted Sa le Doz. i 5 
30 "Regular Prise, ry oan Quality B Flies 
60¢ tregular Price, 84 cents,” Quality C Flies 
60€ *eguiar Price, 84 cents.” Bass Flies 
SPLIT BAMBOO RODS 


WITH CORK GRIP, 
%-Piece, with Extra Tip, a!l in Wood Form, 


Fly Rods, Bait Rods 
10 feet, 6 ounces 55c 9feet, 8 ounces 
Try Our New Braided Silk Enameled Waterproof 
METAL CENTRE LINE 


Size No, 5, 4¥4c. per Yd. Size No. 4, 5% ec per Yd. 
Put up in 10 yd. Lengths Connected. 


THE H. H. KIFFE CO. 
523 Broadway, - - - NEW YORK 
TACKLE catalog free on application. 
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camped for a month last fall “On the Trail 
of Thoreau,” along the famous, historic 
Concord River in Massachusetts, and not 
caring to be bothered with bread-making, 
used Shredded Wheat Biscuit exclusively 
in the place of bread. The experiment 
proved more than satisfactory, and can be 
most cordially recommended to brother 
sportsmen. 


THE SPORTSMEN’S SHOW 

As we go to press the Ninth Annual 
Sportsmen’s Show is in full swing at the 
Madison Square Garden. Judging from the 
results of the first week of the Show, Fie.p 
AND STREAM feels inclined to congratulate 
itself on its showing and on its reception 
by the vast concourse of representative 
sportsmen and _ sportswomen that have 
thronged the Garden daily. 
ance at the magazine’s booth have received 
endless expressions of good will from thou- 
sands who are in touch with the magazine’s 
progress, and our subscription business has 
so far been much in excess of our sanguine 
expectations. It is gratifying to note that our 
framed premium pictures, which decorate 
the wails of the booth have been much gazed 
at and admired; and two works of art of 
especial interest, which we have on exhibi- 
tion, are a black bass painting, by the famous 
fish artist, Mr. Driscole, and a Maine woods 
hunting scene, by Mr. Archer. 

Comment on our forth-coming Andes- 
Amazon expedition is voluminous and favor- 
able, and Mr. James apparently has his hands 
full discussing the cruise with those who call 
and profess interest. 

Current comment has it that the Show 
is to be a popular and financial success. Our 
personal observation has been that the crowds 
in attendance, both during the afternoon and 
evening sessions, are excessive, and on the 
whole there seems to be much of interest. 
We are especially impressed by the exception- 
ally good work of the Indians in the Hia- 
watha cast. 


THE BURTON SECTIONAL BOAT 

One of the interesting -features of the 
Sportsmen’s Show is the Burton sectional 
boat shown by the Old Hickory Chair Co., 
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‘Those in attend-* 


of Martinsville, Ind. It has attracted wide 
attention for its original features, conspicu- 
ous among which are cheapness, inde structi- 
bility and compactness when packed. The 
element of safety than which nothing could 
be more important in a boat of this charac- 
ter, is absolutely provided for by a scientific 
and practical method of construction which 
instantly elicits the admiration of every one 
who examines the craft. The boat is 16 
feet long with a beam of 36 inches, has a 
depth of 13 inches in the center and 16 inches 
at bow and stern, weighs 95 pounds. The 
boat rests into a box 50x18x 36 and the 
low price at which it is sold renders it a 
bargain for all who use the water. The 
company will send an interesting illustrated 
folder to all who may write for it. 

Send 20 cents in stamps for the massive 
and complete catalogue of everything that 
the sportsman wants, issued by the large and 
old established firm of Schoverling, Daly & 
Gales, 302 & 304 Broadway, New York. It 
is a veritable buyer’s guide book. ‘This is 
the firm that handles the Chas. Daly shot 
guns, Mauser repeating rifles and Luger au- 
tomatic pistols. They are also United States 
agents for Walsrode dense smokeless powder, 
also the new Wolf bulk smokeless—the two 
most popular brands of imported smokeless 
powder on the American market. Send $2.50 
for a sample hundred 12-gauge shells, loaded 
with either of these powders and give them 
a trial. 


Send to the Polk Miller Drug Co., Box 
217, Richmond, Va., for their valuable Dog 
Treatise—ailments, medicine and cure. Free 
for the asking. Mention Fretp AnD STREAM. 
They will also send you Dog Pedigree Blanks 
for three cents in stamps. 








FOR SALE—Lefever Hammerless, l0ga, & Ibs, 15 
oz; 14x3 stock, Al condition, $27. John M. Lord, 
32 Windsor Locks, Conn. 
ENGLISH SETTER BI'?CH WANTED—Must be 
thoroughly brosen, highly pedigreed, about two 
years old. a full particulars ine luding size and 
weight. . Horn, 818 «‘hestnut St., Phils delphia, 
BEAGL iS GH SALE—Cleaniug out some splen- 
did stock, both old and young. For descriptive 
circular Ww rite at once to Waveland Kennels, Madi- 
son, New Jersey. 











THE WM. R. BURKHARD CO. 


319 Robert Street, ST. PAUL, MINN. 


We were established in 1855 


And consequently are 


The Oldest Exclusive Sporting Goods 
House in the Northwest ‘< «< «< “© 


Our Mail Department is perfect and under Personal Supervision, and each order is 
exccuted to entire satisfaction, being filled and sent Same Day as Received. We send goodsall 


over the U. S. and Canada, and retail everything at wholesale prices. 
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Mr. DOUBTER, 
A WORD WITH YOU! 


DO YOU KNOW that choice grain and pure water are the two es- 
sentials for making good whiskey? 

DO YOU KNOW that Government statistics prove that the Miami 
Valley, inthe very heart of which our distillery is located, produces the best 
grain and has the purest water of any section of this country? 

DO YOU KNOW that we have one of the largest and most com- 
pletely equipped distilleries ever operated? 

DO YOU KNOW that we have had over 37 years’ experience in dis- 
tilling good whiskey? 

DO YOU KNOW that there is more HAYNER WHISKEY sold 
than any other brand of whiskey in the world? 

DO YOU KNOW that we supply regularly with HAYNER WHIS- 
KEY nearly half a million of the most prominent and influential business 
and professional men in this country? 

DO YOU KNOW that these are the very people who want the best 
and wouldn’t be satisfied with anything else? 

DO YOU KNOW that HAYNER WHISKEY goes direct from our 
distillery to you, with all its original strength, richness and flavor, thus \ 





assuring you of perfect purity and saving you the enormous profits of the 
dealers? 

DO YOU KNOW that you cannot buy anything purer, better or more 
satisfactory than HAYNER WHISKEY no matter how much you pay? 

IF YOU DIDN’T KNOW these facts before, you know them now, 
and, knowing them, how can you longer doubt our ability to please you? 
How can you hesitate to accept our offer? Your money back if you’re not 
satisfied. 


OUR OFFER. 


We will send you FOUR FULL QUART BOTTLES of HAYNER’S SEVEN-YEAR-OLD RYE for $3.20, 
and we will pay the express charges. Try it and if you don’t find it all right and as good 
as you ever used or can buy from anybody else at any price, then send it back at our ex- 
pense and your $3.20 will be returned to you by next mail. Just think that offer over. How 
could it be fairer? If you are not perfectly satisfied you are not out a cent. Better let us 
send youa trial order. If you don’t want four quarts yourself, get a friend to join you. We 
ship in a plain sealed case, no marks to show what’s inside. Write our nearest office NOW. 

Orders for Arizona, California, Colorado, Idado, Montana, Nevada, New Moaxico, Oregon, Utah, 


Washington or Wyoming must be on the basis of 4 QUARTS for $4.00 by EXPRESS PREPAID or 20 
QUARTS for $16.00 by FREIGHT PREPAID. 


evece.~6 THE HAYNER DISTILLING COMPANY, = Troy. ono: 


DAYTON, OHIO. ST. LOUIS, MO. ST. PAUL, MINN. ATLANTA, GA. 


ee ee Eee 














18a 


PLEASE SAY YOU SAW IT IN “FIELD AND STREAM” 





SALE, WANT AND EXCHANGE LINERS 








Advertisements under this head are 3 cents per 
word per insertion, payable strictly in advance. 
Numbers and initials count as words. 





FOR SALE—A small but choice collection of 
Pima Indian baskets. U. Hackendorf, Saca- 
ton, Pima Agency, Arizona. 





FOR SALE—Six nice English setter puppies 

from Princess May Gladstone by Rod's Dick 
Byers. Here is your chance. Buy a pup at 
reasonable price which will hunt this fall. Geo. 
I’. Burwell, Espyville, Pa 





FOR SALE—Fine litter of English setters, 
whelped November 20, 1902. Best of breed 
ing. Send for printed pedigree and_ prices. 
Fred. J. Thompson, Prophetstown, Ill. 





FOR SALE—English pointers. Registered bitch 

(60711), well trained, three years old, price 
$60, or trade for gun, same value. One _ bitch 
eligible to oll lly price $25.00—a beauty. One 


bitch 4 months old, price $5.00. What have 


you to trade? C. B. Barker, Rising City, Neb. 





FOR SALE—Entirely new, northern style club 

house. Handsomest and best location for ducks 
and = fish. a Chureh’s Island in Currituck 
Sound, N For furthe 3 particulars address 
Wm. G: Ww aterlily, N. C. 








SPORTSMEN—Try my new leather cheek pads 
for shot guns. $1.10 postpaid. Harry I. Pet- 
ty, Westport, Mass. 





CAMERAS—AIl makes, newest models, factory 
price. Write G. KE. Grahn, Manufacturer's 
Agent, 1247 Cornell Ave., Indianapolis. 

TRAPPING METHOD—Four thousand foxes al 


ready trapped with my method. Price for 
stamp. Jesse Bentley, trapper, Sunderland, Vt. 








COCKER SPANIELS—Red and black pups and 

prize winning bitches in whelp to Champion 
Perfection, the best red dog in America. Per 
fection at stud $15.00. Picture and stud ecard 
on application. Eclipse Kennels, Franklin, Pa. 





SHOOTING LODGE WANTED—on Chesapeake 
Bay. Address FIELD AND STREAM office. 





FOR SALE—A small, but very choice collection 

of old time pistols and edged weapons. For 
particulars address H. C. Dickinson, 74 Dau- 
phin St., Mobile, Ala. 





ENGLISH SETTER PUPPIES 
from the ‘“‘Home of the Alberts,” 
Kennels, Bridgeport, Conn. 


Some good ones 
Warwick 





LIVE MOOSE WANTED-—for propagating pur- 
poses; male or female. State your lowest price 
T. Benson, Auburndale, Mass. 


FOR SALE-—Canvas Folding Boat, also steamer 

ticket to Cuba and other Southern points and 
return. Address J. C. H., care FIELD AND 
STREAM oftice. 








FOR SALE—Several fine tapestries at half-price. 
Something nice for home decoration. Address 
W. C. H., care FIELD AND STREAM. 





FOR SALE—Pheasants, adult and young Gold- 
en, young Silver, young Lady-Amherst, and 
English pheasants. Apply Dr. Niven, London, 
Ontario. 


MARINE SHELLS AND CURIOS—My illustrat- 

ed catalogue and a showy shell mailed for 10c. 
Collections of choice shells from 25c. to $1. Send 
for lists. J. H. Holmes, Dunedin, Fla. 








WANTED—Good buffalo head, also _ buffalo 

skulls. Address FIELD AND STREAM office. 
FOR SALE—Chesapeake puppies — to reg- 
istry. J. G. Morris, Easton, 




















All over the civilized world 
THE IMPROVED 





BOSTON 
GARTER 


IS KNOWN AND Worn) 
Every Pair Warranted 
“2M The Name is 


stamped on every 
a _ 4 


CUSHION 
BUTTON 


CLASP 


Lies flat to the leg—never 
Slips, Tears nor Unfastens 
ALWAYS EASY 


GEO. FROST CO., Makers, 
25e. for Cotton, Boston, Mass., U. S. A. 
Sample Pair. 


REFUSE ALL SUBSTITUTES 






Send y 
SOc. for Silk, 











A BARGAIN FOR SPORTSMEN 

I am offering for sale in Guilford Co., N. C., a fine prop- 
er‘y for a gentleman's hunting estate or sperting club. 600 
acres cleared farming land and 600 acres timber with an a- 
bundance of game. Modern 16-rg0m_ house, nearly new, 
farm house, cottage, 2 large barns, blacksmith shop, sta- 
bles, kennels, etc. Running spring water through all the 
buildings. 1% miles from R.R. Station. Suitable for 
fancy stock oon and game preserve combined. an ex- 
ceptional bargain. o rite for ed and full details. 


Ww. OGTR NDER 
North austen Bu 2 may Phila., Pa. 


1 Can Sell Your Farm 


no matter where it is description, state price 
ig how. Est. '96. Highest references. Offices in pe 
. M. Ostrander, (7/6 N. A. Bldg.. Philadelphia 


ORCHESTRA 


Instruments, Violins, Banjos, 
CUITARS, MANDOLINS, 


etc. Lyon & Healy and ‘*Washburn’ 
instruments are in use everywhere, Ask 
your local music dealer for them, and if 
© doesn’t keep them write to us for 
‘Dept. G*’ Catalog, illustrated, mailed 
free. It tells how to judge quality and 
ty full particulars. If you are wise 
2 will secure an instrument witha 
mathemathically correct Sager board and a full rich 
tone, one that will ahve sati hy for a lifetime. 
LYON & HEALY, 40 East Adams S8t., Chicago, LIL 
‘The World’s Largest Music House. ‘Sells Everything Known in Musia” 


in a ery commun. 
gents Wanted it:"ssosen 
tion price one dol- 


lar 8 year. Get five new subscribers, keep $1.25 
for your work. Gen ten new subscribers and keep 
$3.00. Get twenty-five new subscribers and you 
will earn $8.75. Send for sample copies. 


FIELD AND STREAM, 35 W. 2ist St., N.Y. 
































—- 








i 











Aare PSY 











PLEASE SAY YOU SAW IT 


IN “FIELD AND STREAM” T@a 





PETS FOR THE 
PEOPLE 


Dogs of all kinds. Angora Cats and Kit 
tens. Fancy Cage Birds, such as Fine Singing 
Canaries, Gold Finches, Mocking Birds, Car- 
dinals, Thrushes, Blackbirds, Talking Par- 
rots. Gold Fish and Aquariums. Squirrels, 
White Mice and White Rats. 

CATALOGUE FOR THE ASKING 


F. HOPE, 35 N. 9th St., Phila., Pa. 


PHEASANT COCKS For Sale 


Ring-Neck 


Bred last sea- 





In large or small numbers. 
variety. Strong, healthy birds 
son from imported stock. 

Price $2.50 each 
Reducticn on large lots. Apply 
ADAM SCOTT, Allamuchy, Warren Co., -: . 


BEN F. LEWIS 
Boarding Kennels 


Professional Bench Show Handler. Dogs Boarded 
put in Condition, and Handled at Shows. Address av 


LANSDOWNE, PA. 
The Dog Fancier_»=:> 


ar and most 
prosperous amateur kennel publication in Americ: 
Established in 1891. A splendid medium for adver 
tisers. Published monthly, at so cents a yea: 
Sampie copies free. Get your address in th: 
Kennel Directory pagesfor gocentsayear Addres 


EUGENE GLASS, Publisher. Battle Creek. Mich 


For Sale: Fifty Bull Terriers 
———— and Boston Terriers 


All ages and sexes, some winners, all will make 
winners and well werth the attention of any one 
desiring the best. Dogs from my kennels have won 
Over 2,900 prizes in the last few years. Commissions 
tor all breeds of dogs executed and satisfaction guar- 
mteed. Best of references. Look me up. Address: 


FRANK F. DOLE. New Haven. Conn. 


oe Dealers and Importers of 
High-Class Dogs 
Puppies of All Breeds 


PENN SQUARF FRANK P, SMITH, 
KENNEL Prop., Philadelphia, Pa. 





























Dogs for sale of all kinds, Fancy 
Pigeons, Belgian Hares, and Fer- 
tets. Send 6 cents for catalogue. 
LANDIS, Box J, BOWER’S STATION, PA. 








BEAGLES AT STU 


ORANGEMAN, imported, 13-inch dog, by 
Lictor—Winsome; great hunter; winning 
second at Dublin, Ireland, in a class of over 
30 dogs; winning here at Newark, N. J.; Pitts- 
burg; Atlantic City; Baltimore; Philadelphia ; 
New York and Providence. Fee, $10. 

DARKIE, a perfect 12-inch dog by Ch. 
Rathler—Lady Contralto; a bench show dog 
and litter brother to three champions. Fee, $10. 

DANDY B., 14-inch dog, by Merrimac— 
Annie; a fine field dog; New York, Philadel- 
phia and Providence only times shown. Fee, $5. 

Have always a nice lot of healthy, farm 
raised puppies for sale at moderate prices 


LEEDS Berwyn, Pa. 
KENNELS ALF. DELMONT, Prop. 


Dogs boarded and conditioned for shows Dogs 
for sale of all breeds. Irish Terriers and Span 
iels always on hand. 


BONITA COCKER. KENNELS 


For over 25 years I have bred cocke:’ spaniels ; 
I have bred and now own the correct type and 
can supply the sort for work or show, in all 
colors and at fair prices. I have on hand some 
very promising youngsters. 


H. G. Charlesworth, Howard St., Toronto Can. 


RUSSIAN WOLFHOUNDS 





Devon, Pa. 











The premler Kennels of this fashionable breed 
is the Slatington Kennels. I have won more 
prizes at leading shows than any exhibitor in 
the country. At Philadelphia in November my 


six dogs took first in all three classes as well as 
first and reserve in winners. 


EDWARD L. KRAUS ‘% _  Slaticgton, Pz, 


Coliie at stua and Puppies for Sale 





atstad Ohio Hope Fee, $10 


by ch. Balgreggie Hope, ex-ch. Parkhill Pinnacle, sire 
of Salvation Lass, ee ge winner of the year in America. 
Puppies from grand bitches for sale, 


R. DN. BOHANNAN. Columbus. 9. 


«FOR SALE... 








o s = , o , 

Prize Winning Collie Dogs 

One sable, one tan tri-colored, both full white 
collars and white points. 

Brood bitches, same color and markings. 

Young puppies, three months old, same color and 
markings. 
—e SPANIELS, both old and 


yo 
FOX TERRIERS, old and young, either 
sex. Allstock pedigreed and the first in the country. 
Prices very low considering quality. Satisfaction 
guaranteed in every sale. Address 
GEO. A. TRACY, Prop., 
Breeze Hill Stock Farm, 
imtic, Comm. 
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BALMORAL COLLIE KENNELS 


BALMORAL PICCOLO 
A. K. C. 8S. B., 66983. Born July 28, 1900. 
Sire. Ch. Parbold Piccolo e< Parbold Prim. 
This dog, only just imported, is without doubt th 
h ghest bred dog in Canada to-day, and is an 
specimen of what a:tud Collie ound 


e 


deal 
be. He is a bright 


golden sable, with white collar, bla e and front, large 


size, with grand body and shape. His pedigree conta n. 
the combined bloo: 
He is a winner of over 40 pr.zes and specials, 
BALMORAL HOPE 
A. K. C. 8. B., 66982. Born Apr 7, 1901. 
Sire: Ormskirk Gaylord ex Ormsk rk Wellingtina. 


of nearly all the past champions. 


‘this handsome young dog is a show ly marked, r.ch 


golden sable, with broad wh te collar and blaze, larg 
se, with beautifully chiselled head and heavy coat. 


e 
e 


is one of the most ari tocratic dogs living, possessing, as 


he does, all the blue t of the blue blood. 
erms on Application 


Address BALMORAL KENNELS, 348 Waverly St., 


Ottawa, Canada. 


“‘Devon-Hill” Kennels fer at Stag 
SMOOTH FOX TERRIERS 
Very True by Ch. Veracity Fee $10.00 
Norfolk Speculator . . * 15.00 
~ WIRED-HAIRED FOX ~~ 


Imp. Registrar .... Fee, $1 
Show Specimens, Brood Bitches and Young Sis = 
Generally for Sale 


Seth Bunker Capp, Devon, Chester Co., Pena, 








THE GREAT CHAMPION COLLIE, 


Wellesbourne Conqueror 


one of England's most successful show dogs and 
sires, will be at the service of approved bitches 


only. 
Also 


Ch. Wellesbourne Hope 


winner of 20 firsts, 
son of Balgreggie 
Ch. Ormskirk Ideal. 
to 


J. I. BEHLING, New Ins. Bldg., MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


and nine special prizes. <A 
Hope and the great bitch, 
Particulars on application 


IF YOU WANT A 


SMOOTH FOX TERRIER 


For THE BeNncH, For THE KENNEL 
For THE Home 


We are prepared to quote you 
SHOW DOGS 
BROOD BITCHES 
COMPANIONS 


At 50% less than their equal from larger 
Kennels in England and America, 
Puppies and Young Stock For Sale 
For stud cards and particulars address 


THE SABINE KENNELS 
ORANGE, TEXAS 








Wire-Haired Fox Terriers 


Ch. Meersbrook Bristles, Fee, $30 
Ch. Endcliffe Billy, - Fee, $15 











Cc. W. HEYES, 


EAST PEPPERELL, - MASS. 








FOX TERRIERS AT STUD 


Champion Norfolk Veracity, Fee $30 
(A. K. C. 8S. B. 45942.) 

Norfolk Mainst Ly, Fee $25 
K. C. S. B. 60027). 

Champion Norfoik Richmond, Fee $20 
(A. K. C. 8S. B. 57889). 

Norfolk Blue, Fee $20 
(A. K. C. S. B. 57888.) 

Norfolk T rue some, Fee $15 
(A. ( S. B. 62367.) 

Norfolk Veloe locity, Fee $15 

Norfolk asaune ast. Fee $20 





ire 
The attention of breeders is ¢ alled to the 
fact that express charges up to $5 may be 
deducted from stud fee, the voucher being 
forwarded to us. W rite for stud book 
prices ow ORF stoc 


RFOLK. ‘KENNELS 
504 Gani St., Toronto, Can. 


and 














SAVINHURST 


MILTON, 
KENNELS —_— 
P. O. Address, Mattapan, Mass. 


AIREDALES TO WIN AND WORK 
The New King has twice beaten Clonme 
Bed Rock, also C. Coronation at 
At Stud, $25. 
Puppies from Crown Duchess, 
jesty and other choice bitches. 


l 


Providence. 


Clonmel Ma- 











THE MEADOWS IRISH TERRIERS 
Champion Inverness Shamrock 


A. K. C. S. B. 57875 
Sire Little Billie, out of Ardle Nell. 
Inbred three times to Ch. Brickbat. 


FEE $20. 


DROGHEDA 
A. K. C. S. B, 66806 
Ch. Bolton Woods Mixer, out of Bridget 
by Taneous. 
FEE $20. 
MEADOWS KENNELS, Hempstead, L,I. N. Y. 


At Stud 


IRISH TERRIERS 


Iroquois Bencher 


A. K. C. S. B., 55133. FEE $25.00. 


Endcliffe Ambassador 


A. K. C. 8. B., 60736. FEE 825.00. 


Iroquois Mixer 


. K. C. 8S. B., 59305, FEE $20.00. 


bh te and Puppies For Sale 
from best prize winning strains in the country. Send 
for stud card and list of winnings. Address 
Brooks, 53 State st., Boston, Mass. 
IROQUOIS KENNELS, 
Sunset Ledge Farm, .' « Framingham, Mer 
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MELLIN STEVENS AIREDALE TERRIERS 
(Formerly of Crosswick Kennel) 
AT STUD—Spingfield Monarch, winner in England, six firsts and four seconds. 
By Rock Salt. ex Nell. Fee $20.00 
Also Champion ‘Clomnel Monarch’s Pups For Sale 
Dogs Boarded, Conditioned and Handled at all Shows. JENKINTOWN, PA. 
FIELD SPANIELS 
GRiIFFONS BRUXELLOIS 
COCKE SPANIELS 
TOY SPANIELS 
POMERANIANS 


Our catalogue, beautifully illustrated with half-tone pictures of individual dogs, views of 
the kennels, toy spaniels cages, etc., 20 cents. 


GERMANTOWN, PHILADELPHIA, - PENN. 


F oO R. Ss A L i , Our entire stock of Stud Dogs, Brood Bitches, and 
Puppies at very 


’ reasonable prices. 
This offers a rare opportunity to any one wishing 


ST, BERNARDS to secure highly bred stock. Dogs from these 


Kennels have won highest honors at leading 


American and Canadian Shows. 
BULL TERRIERS BAY VIEW KENNELS 


COCKER SPANIELS TRENTON, ONT., CANAD . 


CEDAR KENNELS 


SALESROOM: a. 

113 WEST 37th STREET \ 
NEW YORK CITY 

Country Kennels: Maspeth, Cong sland 

Cable Address: ‘‘Peceder,"’ New York, 
Telephone 6755-38th St. 


PRIZE BULL TERRIERS HAR-LEIGH KENNELS 


Having purchased the kennel of celebrated Bull 
Terriers late the property of M1. Frank H. Croker, 




















Largest importers and breeders of 
thoroughbred dogs, from massive 
great Danes to tiniest Toy Spaniels. 

Breeding and Boarding Estab- 
lishment, Maspeth, Long Island. 

Out-of-town orders faithfully 
attended to. 












Iam prepared to supply stock dogs, brood bitches 
and puppies at reasonable prices. Imported French Bull at Stud 
The stud dogs are: Fee, $20 


Fire Png (58,520), Winner of 14 firsts at tending 


2s 

Captain’ Woodcote (64,738), by Ch. Woodcote Di k d | M ] } 
Wonder, dam Yorkville Belle, Fee $ifF 1c e a are . 
Fire a ees aad oe See i a eer) . 
na S), Brother to Capt. cote, rae lates Kige ones irst Open. First 
Winner 4 firsts at New York and Newark, First Novi a f wet Limit, First pen, Firs 
1902 Fee $1£ Winner's at Boston, 1902. 
My brood bitches include Ch. Yorkville Belle, 
Fire Belle, Fire Watch, Fire Meg, Richfield Girl, 
me Girl, Bloomsbury Blanche, and Miss 
‘ powped ‘ , WALTER H. HANLEY 
good of puppies always on hand at prices to se 
suit. State wants when writing. 35 Jackson St. PROVIDENCE, R. ! 


BONNYBRED KE LS 
294 MAUJER STREET. es ee N. Y. B U L L T E R R IER S 
Gena aas coaten Tenntaae WENTWORTH BRANT. Fee $15. 











W. B. STONE'S Bobs, Swell and Rip Van Winkle at Stad fee $10. Sire of the winners Wentworth Vixen and 
These are all tried sires, reliable and get good Lady Loo, Jr. | 7 

eee. - Brood bitches include Millstone Venus and 
ot. aemermente apply ot. 5. See, oe Wentworth Hugnette. Young and matured 
These degs and prize winning, registered, high stock for sale. For half-tone, kennel address, 
- "Thore Terrier bitches and brood bite 7 oo ete., apply 

nule, lose Sti arting a kennel or wanting a single “ 

fot place An on My ne ony aia oa varticamen t JNO. W. BRITTON II. 42 W. 59th St..NEW YORK 





HABERLEIN’S AMATEUR TRAINER 


$1. Paper Cover; $1.50 Cloth Cover Address ‘‘Field and Stream Office’’ 
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FRENCH POODLES 
RED BROOK KENNELS 
During the show season of 1901-1902, Red 
Brook kennels won over 100 prizes, of which 
63 have been championships, firsts, and specials. 
Prize winning dogs and registered puppies al- 
ways on hand. 
Address, 


Red Brook Kennels, Creat Neck, Lt. I. 





THE POINTER SENSATION 


MARK’S RUSH 65,341) 


First Novice to winners, Philadelphia, also 
special best pointer or setter and best Novice, 
all classes. 

First limit to winners, Providence, also spe 
cial best sporting dog in the show. FEE $25 


H. P. KIRBY, Woodbury, N. J. 





The Intensely Irish 


BOB THORBURN 


One of the most typical Irish Terriers of the day. 
a championship winner in Ireland, also four firsts 
avd three seconds at two shows here. At stud, $10, 


“Pippies and breed bitches for sale. No cata- 





logues. Specify what you want, 
RED HILLS KENNELS, :: :: :; Hackensack, N. J. 








reve —_— 
; RIPSTONE ‘ 
y (Rip Rap-Pearl’s Dot.) Fee $25, . 
* « 
> LAD OF JINGO : 
4 (Ch. Jingo-Dot’s Pearl.) Fee $25. ‘ 
»~w. P. AUSTIN, Mansfield, Pa.¢ 


Sn.eeeeeeeeenaesannnnaannnnanl 


AN IRISH FIELD DOG 


Some people say that no Irish Setter dog is good 
In the field. Here is one that equally good 
on woodcock, quail or partridge, and moreover is 


A SNIPE DOG 


and his sire was a snipe dog. How 
dogs do you know of any breed? 


ICEBERG 


by Dutchman (Ch. Chief-Ch. Ruby) out of Bonnie 





is 


many snipe 


by Ch. Tom out of Norah. 
When pointing where there is more than one 
bird he will hold his point till last is flushed. 


Follows running birds without losing, flushing or 

breaking his point. Will be shown afield by ap- 

pointment only. AT STUD, $10. 
to approved bitches only. 


Red Hills Kennels, Hackensack,N.Y. 


Address 


FIELD WINNING LLEWELLIN SETTERS 


Petrel’s Count (3492 PF. D. S. B.), (58933), 
yy Champicn Count Gladstone 1V—Rod’s Pet- 


rel and she by Roderigo—-Gladstone’s Girl, 
Fee, $35.0. 

Count Danstone (3490 F. D. S. B.). (46564), 
vy Champion Count Gladstone IV—Dan's 
Lady, and the greatest winner of this  breed- 
ng. Fee, $25.ce 

lonio Mark (3491 F. D. S. B.), (53417), by 
Champion Antenic—Ouida F. and she Gath’s 
Mark—Ruby’s Girl. Fee. $15.00 

Above are medium-sized. richly marked 
black, white and tan dogs that for lineage and 


individuality are second to none today, or ever 





before the public. Send for list of brood 

bitches and young stock by these and other 

noted winning sires. 

WwW. J. BAUGHN, Ridgeville, Ind, 
Our Cockers, Setters and Pointers are bred 


from the best, champion, prize-winning blood, 
“A good animal, descended from 


good ancestors, 


is the touch-stone by which to select breeding 
stock, and the true test of the value of a pedi- 
giee.”’ 


Woodbine Kennels 


Breeders of Cocker Spaniels, 

English Setters and Pointers 

and for sench 

and finest kennel in Michi 
grounds and 


boarded conditioned 


The 
gun. Fine 
handlers, 
Bench Show and Field Trial Winners 
CITIZENS PHONE 159. 
LOWELL. MICHIGAN 


Imported English Setter 


ALBERT’S DUHE 


Sire: Terris, litter brother of Champion Barton Tory. 

Dam: Lady Vere, by Duke, from Lady Howard. 

Sire of Albert’s Miss, First and Special, L. K. A. of A 
show 1901 and other prize winners. 


FEE, $25.00 
H. R. BARRY Rye, N. Y. 


. WARWICK KENNELS. 


The Home of the Alberts 
BRIDGEPORT, CONN. 


High Class English Setters, Bench and Field 
STUD DOGS: 


Dogs 
Shows. 


largest 


training competent 























Albert’s Fleet Albert’s Captain 
, = (40708) 
| Plain Sam foo $35. 


The most successtul sire betore the public, and 
a high-class bench and field trial winner. Sire of 
champions in the field and on the bench, and his 
, get have been piaced 22 times at field 

edigree and picture on application 
JNO. R DANIELS. 44 Buclid Ave. Cleveland, Onte. 

















Pictures and Frame, of all 
kindy and for all Purposes. 





Henry Schultheis Art Gallery ss vesey Street, New York. 
The Down-town Picture Store and Frame Factory 





Telephone 319 Cortlandt 


Old English and 
Modern Sporting Prints. 


ut 
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Finnigan Kennels, 
GREENE, N. Y. 


Importers and breeders of pointers, setters 
and bloodhounds, and FINNIGAN BLACK 
POINTERS 

Finnigan has been an expert shooting 
dog breaker for thirty years on Ruffed 

ouse, woodcock and quail. Break your 

ogornopay. Game preserve in the South. 
Reference, any sportsman’s journal in 
America. 


GEO. P. FINNIGAN, Prop. 





UTILITY KENNELS 


Wayne, Pa. —- 
offers the services at stud of the English set- 
ter dog 

EZRA NOBLE II 


by the Field Trial and Bench winner, Ezra 
Noble, sire of War Song, Dam Mino, dam 
of the famous show bitch, Ruby D III. 

STUD FEE $10, THIS SEASON ONLY 

We have always on hand a few choice 
broken dogs and puppies for sale of best 
strains. 

Our Training Kennels are situated in a 
game country and we can take ten dogs to 
fully train each season beside our own and 
guarantee first class work. References fur- 
nished. 


The Pioneer American Dog Remedies, 


Glover's Imperial Dog Remedies 


The result of 20 years’ experience in the Treatment 
of Sick Dogs. Complete list: 




















DistemperCure . . . $1.00/Condition Pills . . . § 50 
Mange Cure . . . . .50\Digestive Pills. . . . «50 
Sa SS eee 
Blood Purifier. . . . .50/Comp. Sulphur Tablets .50 
Canker Wash . . -50|Worm Capsules . . . = «50 
hh + <4 «6 6 » -50/Tape Worm Capsules . —.50 
Mixtures. . . -50\DiarrhoeeaCure .. . 50 

M™Be so ce 8 -solLimment. . . . . . 50 
RyeLotion. . . .  50i\Kenneland Stable Soap ag 


worthless substitutes. Free boo! 
eases and how to feed, on application to 


8. CLAY GLOVER, V.S., 1278 Broadway, i. ¥ 
Veterinarian to the Westminster Kennel Club 


ST. PAUL BREAD CoO. 


Manufacturers of the 


CELEBRATED 


HOREJS DOG 
BISCUIT 


5 Ib. Cartons, 50 and 100 pound Cases 
Handled by all Sporting Goods Dealers. Write for 
prices. Address all orders to 


ST. PAUL BREAD CO. 
St. Paul, Minn. 


For sale b Druggis its and dealers in sporting goods. 
Refuse fo Bor Dis 
2 








CHILDREN have Worms. You have 
noticed how thin, pale, and lifeless it 
keeps them, Same way with young dogs. Little Vm 
pupples worth much money are liable to destruction 

by WORMS, Worms ist! itical period in a dog’s 
life, Carefully watch for the symptovs and then 
administer the rjg/é remedy. 


SERGEANTS 
SURE SHOT 


is the right remedy. Nine out of ten sports:nen 
will say that it is the best eradicator of worms 
in dogs. It strengthens the puppy at the same 
time. Sure Snot develops bones. muscles and 
sinews. The pupis transformed trom a puny, 
weak, ard weary wreck tc a strong, keen- 
scented, happy-eyed romp. 


POLK MILLER DRUG Co., 
RICHMOND, VA., BOX 217. 
wili send FREE their valuable 48 page 
Dog Treatise—Ailments, Medicine and 
Cure—also Dog Pedigree Blanks, for 3 cts. 
in stamps. SURE SHOT by mail pre 
paid, 50 cts., and at any Druggist or 
Sporting Goods Dealer. 
































































BRED ON AUSTINS BREAD 









“Having used ‘Austin’s Dog Bread’ jor ten years, 
I have no hesitation in saying it is the best that can be 
obtained. It keeps my dogs in fine condition, ‘Monte’ 
ts a winner of sixty-three firsts and special prizes.”— 
ALEx, L. GoopeE, Sunflower Kennels, Boston, Mass. 


Cold potatoes, dry bones and the “scraps” usually 
fed dogs will prove detrimental to their health in the 
end, Show your dog some consideration; give nun a 
food that he likes, will relish and keeps him always 
healthy—that’s AUSTIN’S DOG BREAD. Atal! gro. 
cers and other dealers. ‘*AUSTIN”’ is on every piece. 

Send 2-cent stamp for illustrated book on dogs. & 











AUSTIN, YOUNG & CO., BOSTON, MASS. 
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MEAT “FIBRINE” VEGETABLE 


For Your Dens 
DOG CAKES W” or Cosy Corners 
THE TIGHT SHELL, Im Water Color, Artist's Proof, $5.00, 


The second edition of Spratt’s patent original In Water Color, Artist’s Proof, 
four-plate colored calendar for 1903 is ready for is- TRYING FOR A DOUBLE. ¢5 00, “in Biack and White, #200 


sue. As the edition will be limited to 50,000 cop- THE TIGHT SHELL, Im Biack and White, ¢2.50. 
ies, applications should be sent in at once. Each STOPPING AN INCOMER, Water Color (Mallards), $1.5 


calendar will be mailed in a tube, and a postcard LOST OPPORTUNITY, Water Color (Blue Bilis), $1.50. 
will be posted at the saine time notifying corres A SIDE SHOT. by ed Color (Canvasbacks Over Decoys), 


i ge her aa one-cent stamps for postage HIAWATHA, Water Color, Panel 16x50, Life of Hiawatha, $3.00 
to the undersigned, ce F 
Write for our catalogue “Dog Culture,’ with Sent on receipt of price by 
practical chapvers on the feeding, kenneling and C. A. ZIMMERMAN, St. Paul, Minnesota 
management of dogs, post free. 
We also manufacture specially prepared foods 
for Dogs, Puppies, Cats, Rabbits, Poultry, Game, 
Pigeons, Fish, Birds, etc. 


SPRATTS PATENT (AMERICA) Lt’é. | BARGAINS IN TYPEWRITERS 


420 Market Street NEWARK, N. J, 
Branches: 132 Valencia St., San Francisco, 
Cal., and 714 South Fourth St., St. Louis, Mo. We furnish Kemingtons, Smiths, Hammonds, and all 
Manufacturers of all kinds of dog foods, medi- Standard Machines at from $25 to $40, with full 
cines and soap. guarantee. New Machines at reduced prices. 
Will send machine subject to trial. Standard ma- 


Cem Ge” Gu qummmmmmame | -)ines ete! 1 §5 monthly. We also exchange and buy 


for cash. Desks, cabinets and supplies at reduced 
prices. Send postal for illustrated price-list of all 


t andard machines. Address 
HAVE YOU A BIRD DOG? Consolidated Typewriter Exchange 


Then you want the 


AMATEUR 


TRAINER | WHISKEY 


Force System withour the Whip 4 full quarts Corn wager 10 yrs. old, $3.50 
By ED.F.HABERLEIN, a Practical Trainer of 30 years'experience 4+ 2.50 


This is plain, practical and concise, yet 
thorough, guide in the art of training, 
handling and the correcting of faults of 
the bird dog. The manual has been writ- 
ten especially for those who may possess 
a puppy but cannot afford the high charges 


























Telephone, 5389 Cortlandt. 241 Broadway, New York 














= si ie ae a Stock, 20 yrs. 
old for invalids and other loved ones 6.00 


Plain packages. Express Paid. Purest and 
Best Whiskey and Oldest House in America. Es- 
tablished 1768—135 years ago. Just as corn-bread 
is more wholesome and palatable ines rye-bread, 
of trainers to have it broken for field SO WITH THE WHISKEY, SO SAY ALL DOC- 
work. By following the instructions plain- TORS. Try it and be convinced. Nothing on 
ly given in the book, every shooter pos- earth as beneficial to weak lungs as this abso- 
sessed of a little common sense and pa- lutely pure mountain beverage. 
tience can train his own dog to perfection. The Old Nick Williams Co. 

If you have a broken dog who is faulty Lock Box No. 11 Williams, N. C 
in some respects, you will find ample ad- 5 iti 
vice in the manual how to overcome the 
fault thoroughly. If your dog does not 
retrieve, or if so, is hard mouthed and un- 
steady to point and shot, chases rabbits, 
ete., ete., is whipshy, watershy or gun- 
shy, ete., then don’t fail to get this book. 
Price, Paper Cover, $1.00; Best Full Cloth 

Binding and Gold Embossed, $1.50 

Sent postpaid upon receipt of amount 


> 


from the office of FrrLp anp Stream, 35 


West 2ist St., New York. E. W. STILES, 


am. eu eum ene 141 Washington St., HARTFORD, CONN. 





Bullalo Horn Novelties 


Send for Illustrated Catalogue. 





e a - Al, G. Eberhard t’s second edi- 

Everything About Dogs ‘i:.:) rnin’ 

Dogs” is now out. No dog 

—= ——_—s owner can afford to be with- 

out it. It tells you how to properly care for a dog—from its birth—threugh life—till it dies from 

old age—and you bury it in your yard. 

150 diseases treated, many valuable prescriptions, and advice given pertaining to the dog’s 

welfare, not contained in any dog book yet published. Nearly 300 pages. Paper, 60c. Cloth, $1.00. 
Postpaid. Send orders to FIELD AND STREAM OFFICE, 35 West 21st St., New York. 
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FIELD AND STREAWM’S Bureau for the Sale 


of Game Preserves and other Properties of special 
interest to Sportsmen. £& 2 2 8 # # & & 





MOUNTAINS OF FLORIDA 


Twenty-six room log house, never been occu- 
pied, one hundred feet elevation above lake in 
front of house, pine woods all around, good 


shooting—quail, turkey, deer, etc.—with best of 
black bass fishing. Suitable for club or private 
place. Cheap for cash. Also smaller places for 
sportsmen and others at remarkable prices. 
CHOICE MAINE HOTEL 

On Sebec Lake, 5 miles from Maine Central 
k. R. This is the finest land-locked salmon 
lake in Maine, and best fishing grounds are di- 
rectly in front of hotel. A whole chain of lakes 
and streams surround the property, filled with 
lake trout, salmon, perch, black bass, pickerel 
and trout. Best deer and moose section of Pis- 
eataquis County. Main building three stories, 
15 x 42 with ell 30 x 50. All newly built and 
for sale at about half cost of buildings. A 
rare opportunity for club or hotel man. No 
finer locality in all Maine. 

HOTEL OR CLUB PROPERTY ON ISLAND 

IN ST. LAWRENCE RIVER 
Hotel Property—A famous headquarters for 
doubtless the best bass fishing ground on the 
St. Lawrence. Comfortable accommodation, In- 
cluding the cottages, for thirty-two people. Very 
little money would increase this largely. Ten 
acres of ground. Price, complete with 55-foot 
steam yacht, cabin fore and aft, capacity 30 peo- 
ple, speed ten miles an hour, $13,500. A splen- 
did chance for a hotel man, and would also 
make an ideal club property. 
MEMBERSHIPS FOR SALE 

Eight membersbips in an established and fully 
equipped hunting and fishing club (incorporated) 
in Province of Quebec, Canada, holding leases 
on 180 square miles. Moose, deer, bear, par- 
tridge and duck; trout, both gray and speckled, 
pike, pickerel and bass. Membership limited 
to twenty. Full particulars on application. 
CHESAPEAKE CLUB HOUSE PROPERTY 
Thirty miles from Washington, splendid duck 
shooting, also quail, rabbit, coon, opossum and 
wild pigs. Price $2,000. Building alone cost 
nearly that. 


NEW JERSEY FARM 
Between Flemington and Three Bridges. 110 
acres, ten room house in good condition, barn 
and hennery and other out buildings are in good 
condition. Price $5,500. 
ELK AND DEER PRESERVE 

To lease only. Consists of 500 acres fenced 
with Page fence 9 feet high, 128 miles from 
New York City. Virgin forest. Mountain stream 
runs through it. Camp. Good roads. Would 
join party wishing to form club or breed elk. 


VIRGINIA FARM 
Choice location for few gentlemen as private 
shooting farm. Quail abundant, open shooting; 
deer, wild turkeys, ducks, foxes and rabbits 
plentiful; geese in winter; 165 acres, 100 acres 
under cultivation, 65 acres in pine and oak. 
Seven-room house in first-class condition; open 
fire-places. Watered by three branches. Five 
miles from Amelia Station on Southern R. R.; 
daily mails; Post Office within 400 yards of 
farm. Price, $5,000, on easy terms. 

NEW BRUNSWICK, CANADA 

Ideal Shooting Lodge property, 250 acres, In- 
cluding saw mill, turbine and grist mill, good 
dwelling house, 7 miles from railroad station, 
beautiful country. Price $5,000. 


SULLIVAN COUNTY, N. Y. 

Six hundred acre farm sultable for game pre- 
serve or stock raising, especially angora goats 
and sheep. Well watered and fenced. Will 
lease or join party raising stock. 
five miles from railroad. Sultable for small club 
of fifty members. Price $8,000. 


MODEST SPORTSMAN’S COUNTRY HOME 
Eleven acre farm, nearly all fruit, Sullivan 
Co., two miles from railroad. Suitable for poul- 
try raising, good local market. Owner would 
lease and take interest. 


HOTEL PROPERTY 
Large new hotel at White Lake. Accommo- 
dates one hundred, faces the lake. BARGAIN. 


IDEAL MOUNTAIN LAKB 

Surrounded by 300 acres of virgin forest, 3,000 
feet elevation, In Sullivan Co., N. Y., 125 miles 
from New York City. This is an ideal property 
for a private park or fishing club. Would lease 
3. join party wishing to form club. Price 

TROUT PRESERVE 

Fully stocked. Beautiful lake of 40 acres, 
110 acres of land, club house. Will accommo- 
date 40. Hatchery, etc. All in first-class con- 
dition. 118 miles from New York City. 1,700 
feet elevation among the mountains. Price $10,- 
000. Would lease to club for term of years. 


MICHIGAN PRESERVE 
in Aranac County, mouth of Rifle River, 1,000 
acres, mostly rice field, snipe bogs, creeks and 
bays. No better duck shooting or fishing any- 
where. Improvements suitable for club house. 
Practically the only good property in vicinity 
not already owned by clubs. 


FLORIDA RESORT PROPERTY 

Hotel and ten cottages, newly built and not 
yet used, on the East Coast Railway, 200 miles 
below Jacksonville. Cost $48,000 to build and 
is the most complete property in the State of 
Florida of its size. Two miles from the ocean 
and one-half mile from Indian River. Would 
lease for a term of years if preferred, or sell at 
great sacrifice, 


ISLAND IN LAKE ONTARIO 
consisting of 2,200 acres eighteen miles from 
shore and railway station. An ideal spot for 
Pheasant and Deer Preserve. Extra good Bass 
Fishing and Duck Hunting. Would lease for 
term of years. Great opportunity fcr party 
wishing to form a club. 


MOUNTAIN SPORTSMAN’S FARM 

Sixteen hundred feet elevation, in Orange 
County, New York. Contains 100 acres, 40 un- 
der cultivation, the balance wood land. Twv 
dwelling houses in fair condition, a barn, two 
good fruit orchards. Two spring trout streams, 
and ten good fishing lakes within a radius of 
three miles. Most picturesque mountain sec- 
tion within easy reach of New York. Woodcock 
and quail. Price $5,000. 


MOUNTAIN LAKE, NEW JERSEY 
Is a mile from Mount Arlington. The lake 
covers 16 acres, is deep, filled with bass and 
surrounded by 70 acres of oak and chestnut, and 
a 7 deal very large. Iron mine on property. 
Price $6,000. 


WANTED: A Chespeake Bay Shooting 
Lodge. 








If you wish to Buy or Sell, let us hear from you! 
FIELD AND STREAM, 35 West 21st Street, 


New York. 
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H-T-T Published monthly, 52 pages. 
Tells ali about Hunting Trapping and 
Raw Furs. Sample copy toc. Mu. ter-Tra‘er- 


Trapjer, BOX J, GALLIPOLIS, OH'0 











MAINE WOODS 


is the name of the shooting, fishing and summer 
resort newspaper of all North Maine 

Subscription $1 a year 
Address J. W. Brackett, Phillips, Maine, for a copy 


Send 35 Cents yenns triac susscriPrion To 


WOODS = WATERS 


- ** THE MAGAZINE OF THE ADIRONDACKS”’ 
and out-door life and sport in general. Edited by 


HARRY V. RADFORD, ?!2 East 105thr st. 








TO Authors Seeking a Publisher 


Manuscripts in all branches of literature, suitable 
tor publication in book form, are required by an estab- 
lished house. Liberal terms. No charge for examina- 
tion, Prompt attention and honorable treatment. 


**BOOKS " 
Box 141, The Herald, 23rd Street, New York. 





Take the woods home with you 


MAINE SPORTSMAN 


the authority on hunting and fishing in 
Maine, the Sportsmen’s Paradise, tells you of 
woods outings all the year through. It’s only 
a dollar; sample copy for a postal. 

Herbert W. Rowe,2 Journal Bldg., Bangor, Me. 





We are making and selling 
the best Art Tool in use. Ap- 
plies color by jet of air, enatl- 
ing the artist to do better work 
and save time. Nostudio com- 
plete without it. Circulars free. 
Address, AIR BRUSH MFG. CO, 
116 Nassau St. ,Rockford, Ill.,U.S.A. 





AIR BRUSH 


ART WORK. 





BUFFALO HORNS «i: ROUGH 


Just as they were picked up on the North- 
western Plains over twenty years ago. 

Single horns (not mated), 50c. to $1.00 each. 
Pairs, mated, $1.50 to $2.50 per pair. The selec- 
tion will be governed by the price. If sent by 
mail add 30 per cent. to the price. Except for 
long distances express charges will be less than 
postage. Address 

WM. R. BURKHARD CO., St. Paul, 


Oldest Gun and Sporting Goods House in the Northwest. 


Minn, 


“TEXAS FIELD AND SPORTSMAN” not 
only circulates in its own territory but is as wel} 
known to men who hunt and fish as any other 
publication. Its mission, the preservation of 
game for the sportsmen, the abolition of the sale 
of game, the dissemination of ideas which are 
beneficial to the hunter and fisherman, should 
commend it to the fraternity. It should inter. 
est every man in the sporting goods business, 
and tne trap shooter as well as the rifleman wil] 
find much interesting matter therein. Published 
monthly at San Antonio, Texas; $1.00 per year, 















SEND US NAMES } 


OF MAGAZINE READERS 
$12 $18 a week for this se 


° 
Men, women and young people, here is 2 s 
did opening. Write for particulars. 
LICATION COMPANY, Dep't 43, 125 Bb nF ad 
Street, New York. 
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F. VON HOFFMAKN 
Practical & Scientific Forester 


Specialist in the proper develop- 
ment of forest and game preserves. 


St. James Bldg., B’way & 26th St., New York 
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PERMANENT WORK AT 
GOOD WAGES 


IELD AND STREAM wishes to secure a 

7 representative in each county to do sub- 
scription work. Any one devoting a rea- 
sonable amount of time to the work each week 
can earn enough to warrant permanent appli- 
cation to it. Experience not necessary, as our 
very liberal picture offer and strong talking 
points makes it very easy to secure new sub- 
scribers. This business will soon pay an ener- 
getic person better wages than can be earned 
at many lines of trade that take vears to master. 
When you make application give references 
and previous occupation. Address Sub. Dept. 


FIELD & STREAM, 35 W. 21st St., New York 
Ce 











FORESTRY AND IRRIGATION 


If you want to keep in touch with 
these two live subjects which President 
Roosevelt considers ‘*the most vital of 
the internal questions of the Wnited 

s you should be a subscriber to 
ESTRY AND IRRIGATION. 

The magazine of authority on all for- 
est matters. Contains articles by the 
leading writers on forestry and irriga- 
tion. Handsomely printed and illustrat- 
ed. Subscription price $1.00 a year. 
Sample copy free if you mention FIELD 
AND STREAM. Address 


FORESTRY AND IRRIGATION 


Atlantic Building, WASHINGTON, D.C. 




















of Bob White, 


every 
Address 


portsmen 


photographed direct from life, MSS. 
lantern slides, plain or colored, elegantly tinted photographs from life 
Woodcock, Mountain and Valley Quail, Scaled Partridge, 
ete., beautiful pictures for framing. 
Prices reasonable and 
all orders and communications to R. W. 
502 West 142d Street, 


description. 


Naturalists, Authors, Publishers, 
Lecturers and Illustrators and others 
supplied with all kinds of animals 


edited and illustrated, high class 





Photography and illustrating of 
satisfaction guaranteed. 
SHUFELDT, M.D. 
New York City. 
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Haberlein’s Amateur Trainer 


Address all orders for this book on Dog Training to FIELD 
AND STREAM Office. $1 paper cover; $1.50 Cloth, postpaid 











Tn your Sleeping Room or Pocket, while Hunting, Camping or Fishing, if in a Cave or to see 
in Logs or Thick Brush 


HAVE A FLASH LIGHT 


Always Ready 3 - 4000 to 5000 
No Smoke peecoecee lM) Flashes 

No Dirt Before 

No Odor Renewal 





PRICES, POST OR EXPRESS PAID. 

No.1, Special Pocket Style, % x 81% in. in size, leather covered aluminum case, made extra light in weight...$2.50 
No.6, New Model, 1% x 8 inches in size, nickel or oxodized copper finish...................+ e coctenseoentes ceseeeee 2.50 
No. 9. sal “a a% x 9% ~ = = = o - + wad oe . 
No.12, “ - 1%x1 : : seontian 4.00 

Extra Batteries. No. 1, 50c. : lights are much better 
than any others, as they remain in life six months as against others three months. If continuously kept lighted they 
will last from 6 to 10 hours (No. 1, 6 hours; No. 6,7 hours; No. 9,8 hours; No. 12, about 10 hours), If batteries are 
not sent prepaid deduct 25 yer cent. from above prices. Address all orders to 


FIELD AND STREAM, 35 W. 2\st STREET, NEW YORK 


3.00 











JUST PUBLISHED 


American Duck Shooting, 


By GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL. 


This is the only book ever written on the subject which covers wild fowl 
shooting for the whole continent, and all the different modes of shooting. 


SOME OF THE THINGS IT CONTAINS: 


|. Portraits of every species of North American duck, goose, and swan, with a description of cach species and a 
brief account of its range and habits. 

[1. Full accounts of every sportsmanlike method by which our wild fowl are taken. 

III. Advice as to guns and loading, shooting and holding; boats, batteries and blinds; decoys, wooden and living. 
The Chesapeake Bay dog, the American retriever, and all other subjects interesting to gunners. 

It closes with a review of the decrease of our wild fowl and shows hoy this decrease may be checked. 
630 pages. Cloth, illustrated. Price $3.50. 


“FIELD AND STREAM.” , New York. 





SALMON ANGLING 


SEASON 1903 


TO LET: The following rivers on the North Shore of 
the river St. Lawrence. 














The particular disease with which your 
sc = is afflicted must be known before it 
can be intelligently treated. The use of 
dandruff cures and hair tonics, without 
knowing the specific cause of your disease, 
is like taking medicine without knowing 
what you are trying tocure. Send three 
falien hairs from your combings, to Prof, 
J. H. Austin, the celebrated Bacteriologist, 
who will send you absolutely free a diagno- 
sis of your case,a booklet on care of the 
hair and scalp,and a sample box of the 
remedy which he will prepare specially for 
you. Enclose 2c postage and write to-day 


PROF. J. H. AUSTIN 
605 McVicker’s Bldg., Chicago, Ill, 


CJ 

Note—/n August and September, after the 
salmon season is over, Grilse and Trout of 
large size, are plentiful in these rivers and give 
excellent sport. 

These rivers can be reached by first class 
steamer from Quebec, sailing weekly, in from 
thirty-six to sixty hours. 

Further particulars on application to the 


LABRADOR COMPANY, 


Name of River No. of rods _ Probable 
No, Salmon 
Birch 1 40 
Manitou 1 P25 
Sheldrake or Sawbill 1 40 
Thunder River (trout only) 
Magpie 1 60 
St. John’s Lower Pools 5 300 
Bear or Victor 1 30 
Corneille 2 100 
Pishteebee 1 50 
Minacoughan Quettashoo 1 50 i 
Little Watischoo 2 60 } 
Napissipi 1 25-40 | FALLING HAIR AND 
Agwanis 2 75 BALDNESS ABSOLUTELY 
Mingan 2 200 | CURED 
Manitou tributary of Min- or There fs but one way to tell the reason 
nce ¢ 1 (eG | of baldness and falling hair, and that isb 
g a microscopic examination of the hair itself, 
| 
} 









No. 4 Union Building, fontreal, Canada 








PORTRAITS OF SALT-WATER FISHES 
IN NATURAL COLORS = PAINTED FROM LIFE 
These portraits have been reproduced in colors from the original oil paintings, from life. 
They represent fifteen varieties of our coast fishes. They are 12 x 18 inches in size, handsome- 
ly mounted on rich green mats with wide margins and beveled gilt edges, ready to hang on 
the wall. The set consists of the following fishes: 


Porgie, Channel Bass, Striped Bass, Kingfish, Blackfish, 
Sea Ss, Lafayette, Mangrove Snapper, Bluefish Butterfish, 
Pompano, Weakfish, Spanish Mackerel, Striped Mullet, Salt Water Troat. 


For decorating the walls of your dining-room, club house or club rooms they are 
handsome and appropriate. But 75 of the original sets remain to be sold, and will be CLosED 
OUT AT THE REDUCED PRICE OF $5.00 PER SET. Address H. R. HARRIS, Gen’l Ag’t, Room 8o1, 
35 West 21st Street, New York City. 

From ** The Sunday Press,’ April 27th, 1902. 

“William C. Harris, so long and favorably known to all the angling fraternity as editor of the ‘American 
Angler’ and other angling and sporting publications, offers for sale 160 sets of hfteen pictures, each showing some of 
the most beautiful salt-water fish of North American waters. These magnificent color plates are some of those that 
were designed originally to illustrate the great work on the‘ Fishes of North America,’ which Mr. Harris began 
years ago, and to which he has devoted some of the best years of his life. All of the fish were painted from life, and 
the tints in the plates are marvelous in their fidelity to nature.” 














BROOK TROUT EGGS & FRY 


Since we have acquired the Trout Plant of J. W. Hoxsie & Co., we are pre- 
pared to fill all orders for Brook Trout, 
Eggs and Frys, also the larger Trout for 
stocking purposes. Our 26 years’ exper- 
ience in Trout Cul- ture enables us to pro- 
duce first quality of eggs, which we prop- 
erly pack with full count. We make spe- 
cial prices to Fish Commissioners on 
Eggs and Frys. To bis See insure prompt deliv- 
ery orders should be given early, as we be- 
gin shipping in December. Address :— 


AMERICAN FISH CULTURE CO. %e CAROLINA, Washington Co., RHODE ISLAND 
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TRAPPERS KNOW 


THE FAMOUS 








Established 1830 


EDWARD B. CONWAY 


TAXIDERMIST 

73 CARMINE STREET, NEW YORK 
Branch Office and Laboratory: 2356 Eighth Avenue, 
Bet. 126th and 127th Streets 
Pet Animals, Deer Heads, etec., stuffed and 
mounted to order. Small Dogs a specialty. All 
work moth proof. Skins tanned and made into 
Rugs. 
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“ STILL HUNTING SHOE 

ng The Shoe iilustrated by the cut below has a DOUBLE 

ot BOTTOM—two thicknesces, the outer one coming up to “A"— 

“ *B''—but not included in the seam. 

4 We thus produce a shoe which can 

he be worn over rough surfaces without 

he injuring or hurting the foot—and at 

for the same time furnish a noiseless shoe. 

ry. aponica, sepesproel 
— stock, fu 

1. Bit lows tongue 

— Above Style, - « $8.50 

nt Knee length, - - 5.00 


Here is what one man says of them. 
Mr. Frank S. Hyatt, Vice-President New York National Ex- 
Bank. S. W. Cor. Chambersand W. Broadway, N.Y. City. 
- still hunting boot is the best ever produced of its kind so 
>, farasI can learn. They were waterproof and perfectly satisfactory. 
Even my guide from Ashland, Leon Orcutt, said he had 
never seen anything so good. -Yourstruly, F. S. HYATT. 































n E.A.BUCK &CO.,- © = = Bangor, Maine 
A mere descviption cannot do justice to these Moccasins, 
See them, order a sample pair by mail, if not more than 
‘e pleased return them and your money will be refunded. The Standard Steel Traps of the World 
D * M © : : ecigheserte : : cn ae 
i, Hunting occasins Made for fifty years by the Oneida y m 
“A” quali “ munity. A perfectly reliable trap for catching 
¥ ty, genuine ar Bs te every fur-bearing animal. 
yr occa + tor 25 cents we will send our very inter- 
: me M one aan book, “The Trapper’s Guide,” telling 
nd Weal genuine Moots hide, once seen" and all —— habits of wild animals and how 
ued, you w' refer them 8] PSs. to trap them. 
-_ wea'v'32.73; Ladies seaman $i ae, Illustrated Catalogue sent free. Mention Fie ld & Stream 
P WETZ & SCHLOERB, Oshkosh, Wis. ONEIDA COMMUNITY, LTD. 
Write for our illustrated circular and Kenwood, Madison CO. - - . . 
a 1 A 7 canting 
cas) vi - 
scription. Mention Field ond neaen 
e- 
It, 
: DO YOU FISH? 
T- 
0- a : 
p- 
. If so, our booklet, ‘‘About Bait-Casting” will interest you. It gives 
on full instructions in this fascinating art. Nicely illustrated. SENT FREE ON RE- 
ail QUEST. 
ye- 
F.C. WOODS & COMPANY Xe Alliance, Ohio 
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FINE FISHING 
TACKLE FREE 


The Famous Shakespeare Reels and Baits that Catch Fish, 1 ee 
Free to any Enthusiastic Angler who sends ER? 
Name and Address fern 2 a 6 








=) Pall sp COMPAR 






—\MINNOWS ) 
S Se a ys 














I want every enthusiastic fisherman, whether 
amateur, beginner or professional, to have a per- 
sonal knowledge of the fine points of the Shake- 
speare Reels and the marvelous catching quali- 
ties of the Shakespeare Baits—and to do this I 
propose to send to every man or woman who 
fishes for the real sport there is in it, one of my 
e 
















YOU HAVE HAD TROUBLE 


With multiplying Reels, You 
will have none with ours. No 







gear wheels to get out of or. 











der; winds the line as fast as 
a multiplier; only two parts 
—the frame and the ‘Feather. 


light ’’ spool 


catch 











the Other useful articles we 
$100.00 make are the 
Prize Bass “HARRIMAC” FOLDING LANDING NET 
this and the ““RABBETH” DRAG FOR REELS 


Tarpon and Tuna Fishermen will be interested in this 
“Rabbeth Drag’ and should send for circular. 


A.F.Meisselbach & Bro, 19 Prospect St. ,Newark,N.J. 


ALL DEALERS SELL OUR GOODS 


“POINTS ON ANGLING" 


year? 

















More complete than ever before 
reels and baits for free trial on their next fishing . 
trip. Write today. Send your name and address The Habits and Haunts of 
and the name and address of the leading sport- 
ing goods dealer of your city to Win. Shake- GAME FISH 
speare, Jr., 240 Shakespeare Bldg., Kalamazouv, and how to catch them 


Mich. The Shakespeare Reel is especially de- 
signed for accurate and long-distance casting, 
and it is without doubt the best reel in the world, 
and you will say so when you see it. The metal 
used in the manufacture of the Shakespeare Reel 
is hard-drawn brass and the finest English 
Stubbs steel—the best obtainable. Painstaking 
care is used to secure perfect accuracy in every 
detail. In beauty of desigu, and simplicity of 
construction it is unequaled. Its easy, silent 
running suggests perpetual motion and it is fitted 
with the most perfect drag and click ever in- 
vented. Words will not describe its beauty, its 
usefulness and its many advantages over all other 
reels. My reels and baits are for sale by all 
first-class dealers, but I want you to see them 
and try them for yourself and I will send them 
to you direct, express prepaid, for a free trial 
on your next fishing trip. The Shakespeare 
Baits are really marvelous. With them the fish- 
erman is sure of a good catch, no matter where 
the fish are, in the lake or stream. If they are in 
deep water, Shakespeare makes the bait that at- 
tracts them. If they are in shallow water, Shake- 
speare makes the bait that catches them. If 
they are hidden in the lily pads or moss, Shake- 
speare makes the bait that makes them strike. 
And Shakespeare offers $100 in prizes for the 
photograph and authentic dimensions of the big- 
gest large or small mouth bass caught this year. 
Write today for particulars. His little booklets, 
“How to Catch Bass,” ‘Fine Points about 
Tackle,’’ and “The Art of Bait Casting’’ are free 
to every angler. Write today and send your 
name and address. 





Mailed free on application 


SPECIALTY M'F'C. CO., COSHEN, IND. 





WHEN A MAN WANTS 


To do business with you why not meet him 
half way? 

He has a vague idea of what you have or 
what your address is, and he looks you up tt 
FIELD AND STREAM, and if he doesn’t find your 
card he finds somebody else’s card, and he 
probably writes this somebody else instead 0! 
you. A simple announcement card would keef 
your name, address and business continually 
before the sportsmen of America, at very little 
expense. Try it and see if you do not open 


up some new business. 











~The Frankfort 
i Kentucky Ree 


The real “*MILAM” REEL is stamped 
** Trade Mark —The Frankfort 
Kentucky Reel.’’ Look for it. It 
stands for unsurpassable perfection and 
durability, mechanical and material e% 
ecellence. A combined multiplying and 
click reel for fly or bait fishing. All sizes 
and styles, $13 and up. Write for booklet 
B. C. MILAM & SON. Frankfort, Ky. 
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‘THE BRISTOL” 


é A REAL GOOD ROD IS THE SECRET OF A FISHERMAN’S SUCCESS. 

: Not necessarily an expensive rod — but a GOOD rod —a rod that will stand a 

“racket” and come out of it without the necessity for extensive repairs. We 

know of no rod on earth that can compare with our 

“ BRISTOL” Steel FISHING ROD; and certainly 

no good roi that can Compare with its price. Possi- 

— bly such a rod as our ** BRISTOL” will hit you about 

~- where your fishing instinct lies? Suppose you allow 

us to send you our NEW 196 CATALOGUE: it 

will give you a hint or two; and if you are ** recep- 

.. tive” it may result in the purchase of a “* BRIS- 

>”. TOL.” We hope so. Should you write us for our 

Catalogue, be so kind as to specify our No. 6, 

;» that you may be certain to receive the proper book 
for full information. Address 


THE HORTON MFG. CO., Bristol, Conn. 


, 
4 
ey 
- 
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*“* The 
Little Finger 
Does It.’” 


PRIZE AWARDS FOR 


1902 CONTEST AUTOMATIC REEL 





For all-’round fishing the finest Reel 
in existence! 


CLASS I. 


For heaviest Trout caught with 
. **'Y and E’’ Automatic Reel 
4 during 1902: ToA. B. Bean, 
Pocatello, Idaho. 


$25.00 













* Automa- 

tic, Combina- 
tion,” Style B., 
Diameter, 3% in., 
Weight, ll oz. Wind 

90 ft. automatically with- 
out re-winding. Price, 
$8.00. At your dealer's, or 
mailed. Postage prepaid any- 
where in U. S. and Canada. 4 other 


CLASS II. $25.00. 


\ For heaviest fish of any other 
} kind caught with** Y and E”’ 
Automatic Reel during 1902: 
To Wm. A. Teall, 
Eau Claire, Wis. 


The 1902 Contest recorded 
some interesting battles, 
stiff fights with gamey fish, 
under all sorts of difficult core 


styles. Write for Catalogue R. ditions. 

There are no ‘‘strings’’ to these prizes, “Y and E” 1903 Contest. 
no “entry ”’ fees of any kind. They will be ’ 
given for best catches made with * Y and E” FIVE MONEY PRIZES. 
Automatic Reels and anybody, anywhere, may 3 for Grown-ups, $25.00 each. 
compete. Write to-day for free contest blank. 2 for Young People, not over 36, $15.00 cach. 


YAWMAN & ERBE MFG. CO. 


Rochester, N. Y. ¥, 





“ The 
Little Finger 
Does It.’” 

























That New Automatic Independent 
Spooling Device for Fishing Reels 


that is creating such a sensation on account of superiority and cheapness, 1s 
made by A. W. Bishop & Son, of Racine, Wis. Catalogue free. 
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SUPERIOR ENGINES 


for fishing boats and pleasure launches. Compact, simple, 
strong, efficient,econom- 
ical; easy to start, re 
verse, slow down or 
stop. They couldn't be 
more perfect mechanic- 
ally if sold at twice the 
price. 


USED BY U. S. GOVERN- 
MENT ENGINEERING AND 
LIFE SAVING SERVICE 


Absolutely dependable 
Speed controller regu- 


lates and maintains any 
speed desired; governor 
actually governs; igniter 
alwaysignites; vaporizer 
never fails. (14 to 45 h.p.) 


Write today for Illustrated Catalogue 
Lake Shore Engine Works - Marquette, Mich. 








BULLARD STEEL LAUNGHES, 
ROW AND PLEASURE BOATS, 
ARE EVERLASTINC! 


Safer than wood; have greater my ing capacity; 
always dry; no bolts or nails to rust. 





Boat Liveries anaes with the Bullard Steel Boats. 
Always have dry boats, that last a lifetime. 


STEEL BOATS CHEAPER THAN WOOD. 





— atelier 
THE OSGOOD FOLDING CANVAS | BOATS 


Original Canvas Boat; made for 30 years. Sold all 
over the world; used by U. S. Government; ~~ st Fish- 
ing and Hunting is where the re are no boats, take one 
with you in trunk or bag. Non-puncturable.  polded 
or extended in one minute. 

Send for catalogue illustrating all improved pop- 
ular designs of Steel, Wood, and Canvas Boats, and 
Marine Engines. 


MICHIGAN CONSOLIDATED BOAT CO., LTD. 
BATTLE CREEK, MICHIGAN. 
502 MAIN ST.. BATTLE CREEK. MICH. 













SSttts 


The Only 
Naphtha Launch 


An amateur’s pleasure yacht. 
j A motor that runs. 
Simple, reliable, always ready. 


Steam Yachts. Marine Machinery. 


Send 10 cent stamp for catalogue. 


GAS ENGINE & POWER CO. and | 
: CHAS. L. SEABURY COMPANY { ©°nselidated 


3 10 Dock St., Morris Heights, New York City 
BVSHECSES SSO R TOTES 


PALME 


Gasoline 
motorsfor 
working 
and pleas- 
ure boats, 
14%to25h.p 
Launches 
in stock. 
Send for 
talog. 








PALMER BROS. 
Cos Cob, Conn. 





Mullins’ Galvanized Stee! 


_ INDIAN CANOE 


S. SECTIONAL. 

" Saves Freight. Con- 
venient for Storing 
and Handling. Low 












Send in Price. Durable. 
Wendoome W.H. MULLINS, 
Catalog.New 222 Depot St., Salem, Ohio. 








LIGHTEST WEIGHT, AIR CHAMBERS, CANNOT SINK 
This galvanized sheet steel boat cannot leak, 
never requires caulking, weighs 85 lbs. Easiest 
“Get There” Safety handled. Safestin rapids. 
Steel Duck Boat. Ideal boat for sportsmen. 
‘omplete $20 a: W.H. MULLINS, 
Catalogue F FREE. 222 Depot-st., Salem,Ohio. 















RIBBED LONGITUDINALLY 
AND DIAGONALLY. 
LAST ALIFETIME 





MCRRiS CANVAS CANOES 
Unequalled in Strength. Beautiful in Finish 


pent |! fills | 


Send for Ciroular of Special Indian Model. 
B. N. MORRIS, Veazie, Me. 




















== ee 


Canoes, Boats, Yacht Tenders 
Built of Cedar, canvas covered. Light, easily 
handled and in every way satisfactory. We 
offer a great variety of models. Our _ illus- 
trated catalogue is FREE. Send for it at 
once. OLD TOWN CANOE €0., 23 Middl St., OLD TOWN, MAINE 























ane @ am 
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IF SO, YOUR OUTFIT IS INCOMPLETE WITHOUT THE 


ACME FOLDING CANVAS DECOY $i 


The most life-like reproduction of a duck on the market to-day, lithographed in 
indelible colors on the best quality of canvas, with wood float of white pine. It combines 
with these good features the advantage of being collapsible, light and easy to carry 


Furnished with anchors and cord attached ready for use. Packed one dozen in a case, 
one-half male and one-half female, provided with a conven‘ent handle to carry, the entire 
package weighing but 13 pounds. Mallard species only 

Guaranteed to ride on all water, rough or otherwise, as well if not better than the 
Solid Wood or Pneumatic Decoy. Will not collapse if struck by stray shot. Cannot 
sink under any circumstances. 


SOLD BY DEALERS AND JOBBERS EVERYWHERE 


ST. LOUIS BRASS MFG. CO., makers 

















IF YOU SHOOT 


a Rifle, Pistol or Shotgun you'll 
make a Bull’s-Eye by sending three 
2c. stamps for new Ideal Handbook, 
No. 15, 147 pagcs, Free. The latest 
Encyclopedia of Arms, Powders, 
Shot and Bullets. Mention Field 


Sand Stream. 


tel MiG. (0..25 U St..New Haven. Conn..U.S.A. , <= ey ty 
GILLETTE'S SUPPLEMENTAL CHAMBER 7c... 













$3.48 Electron. 




















For using Pistol Cartridges in .30-30, .30-40, 
3083, 35 Winchester, .32-40, 32 Special and 8 m-m 
Mannlicher rifles. Send address for descriptive 
circular fully explaining all about the several 
guns and cartridges to which it applies, or send 
name and caliber of rifle and 75c. to 

THE S. C. COMPANY, Roseburg. Oregon. 

THEY ARE PROVING SATISFACTORY 


$19;3 25 pa 
lock DOUBLE BARREL 
SHOTGUN, the equal of ap ay 









The Supplemental Chamber Co., Roseburg, Ore E > ad 
Gentlemen:—Please send me, via express, one dozen Gillette's Supple 
mental Chambe rifles: fitted for 32 S. & W. Short, and 
Browning A atic Smokeless cartridge. The Brass Chamber ordered 
some time a oved satisfactory I can do business with them i the 
when the spring season opens. Yours truly, H. J. Stillman, Gunsmith, 61408 best 


gauge, 6-shot repeat- 
ing shotgun made. 







Pendleton, Oregon. 





$14.75 tr high grade 
double ee 
hammeriess breech load 







Is the only perfect gun oilyou 

can buy. 

Cleans out the barrels after 
shooting, especially good when 

smokeless powder is used. 

Oils the mechanisms, polishesthe stock, 
and positively prevents rust on metal in 
any climate and any kind of weather. 

Use before and after shooting. 

Free samete mailed. Ly everywhere. 

G. COLE COM 
Broadway aa Liberty St., Gor York City. 


$i 8.75 for an Auto- 
matic Shell Ejecting, 
Hammerliess Double Barrel Shot- 
gun, —— to guns others 
sell at 835.00 





SELF COCKING q 
AUTOMATIC ees Automatic meriess 
$2.7 REVOLVER. $3.26 


$1.29 GD Pas 


for or y's ~ 7 A yy - KL 
jun Shells made. 







































7 
For lowest ae ever known on all kinds < of guns an 
AN IDEAL TRAP spo’ . from the cheapest to the best, cut this 
WHERE GUN CLUB GROUNDS = out and mail to us, and —~ = Sporting 


ARE NOT ACCESSIBLE jogue Free by return mail. 


THE MITCHELL MFG.CO,| RS, ROEBUCK & CO. CHICAGO. 


DON, OHIO 
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The Trophy Winner 
is HAZARD - 
SMOKELESS 
+ POWDER « 


GRAND AMERICAN 

HANDICAP and numerous 

individual matches won by Sports- 
men using 

HAZARD SMOKELESS 

If you can increase your percentage 

at the Trap, tie best is none too 

good for you. 


The Hazard Powder Co. 


WILMINGTON, DELAWARE. 











maa 



















WM. W. HART 
LEADING TAXIDERMIST 





365 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Most Lifelike Mounting 


Game Heads and Horns, 
Birds and Mammals, 
Skins Dressed and 
Mounted into Rugs 
and Robes 


BEST OF TASTE 
GUARANTEED MOTH PROOF 


























Portable 
Houses 





Houses, Summer Cottages, Automo- 


bile Houses, Golf Link Houses. 





Saginaw, Mich. 





Hunters’ Cabins, Children’s Play 








i 
i 
i 


MERSHON & MORLEY 


and 





NASH 


OF MAINE 


LICENSED TAXIDERMIST 
4 
NORWAY, MAINE 
Branch at Haines Landing, Rangley Lakes, 


Maine. 
= 


All branches of taxidermy done in the lat 
est and most. approved method at standard 


prices. Satisfaction guaranteed. 


OUR MOTTO: Not how cheaply but how well 


Originator of the now-famous 


“TROUT MEZZO” 


Patent applied for. 








The most beautiful, artistic and effective 


method of mounting fish. 






















J | 





es, 


at- 
rd 
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MANNLICHER (HAENEL) REPEATING RIFLE 


NEW MODEL, 9 MM, OR 351-2 CALIBRE 
Can be readily loaded with or without Magazine Clip or as a Single Loader 








Extra finish; raised matted rib; half octagon 
barrel; lengths 26 or 28 inches; sling swivels; 
hair trigger; checkered pis tol grip; al! bright 
parts matied; weight 7!4 lbs. (extra charge for any but regular finish), $50.00, Cartridges, per 
100, $5.50. Point blank ratige, 300 yards; velocity, 2,000 feet per second; 44 grains smoke 


less powder; bullet weighing 280 graits. 


A. H. FUNKE, 325 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 































by using a cushion GUN WADDING* 
AVOID a REVOLUTIONIZED* 
The 1302 Model 1902 Model Graphine Wads are as Cheap as Other Wads 


Sa a re- And we guarantee them ‘o 
eoil pad is ; 

leather cover- 

ed. No Pump, 

= Valve. 


Prevent Leading; reduce 
Recoil. 


the Recoii; improve the 

Patterns an increase the 

Flinch. No Headache. No Bruised shoulders. no Velocity and Penetration, 
money if not satisfactory and returned at once. It in any hand or factory loaded 
will improve your score at the traps. shell. Specify ‘‘Graphine 
PRICE $2.00 Wadding’”’ in your next order. Send for 

Booklet and Free Samples. Dealers Sell 


= WINTERS Them for hand loading. 
Box A. CLINTON, MO. The Graphine Gun Wad Co, Muncie, Ind. 


No.4 [ITHACA $100 



































Guaranteed to be 
worth $25.00 more 
than any other make 
of Gun at Same 
Cost. 






Send for Catalogue describing Sixteen Different 
Grades of Guns, ranging in 


Price from $19.50 to $300 





ITHACA GUN COQ. ~~ \g ‘zg Ithaca, N. Y. 
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Tomlinson Cleaners 
SHOTGUNS 


UARANTEED to remove all rusi 


spots and foreign matter from in- 
R EVO LVE RS side of shotgun barrels. It will 
are noted for their absolute fit any standard rod, and is made for 
any barrel, choked or otherwise. With 
safety, accuracy and dura- a new pair of sides now and then, it 
bility.’ Avoid inferior sub- Sar Gao Wella 
stitutes. Sold direct where 


i Cleaners, any gauge, $1.00. Wire sides, 
dealers will not supply. caners, any gauge ¢ sides 


per pair, 10¢. cach. 
HARRINGTON & RICHARDSON ARMS 60. FOR SALE BY ALL GUN DEALERS 
Dept. B., Worcester, Mass, 
Makers of H. & R. Single Gnns. MANUFACTURED BY 
CATALOG FOR POSTAL THE BRIDGEPORT GUN IMPLEMENT COMPANY 
313-317 Broadway, New York. 

















ee ae Our Sporting 
p7e << Goods Store 


blunderbus there has been no gun 
as perfect as the 


—_—— 


f 
- 
jy 


Is one of the largest and most 
complete in the world.  Ev- 
erything for every kind of 
Sportsman. : 


repeating shotgun. It has one-third less parts }f 
than any other gun of this class, and in conse- 
quence weighs one-half to three-quarters of a § 
pound less and can be assembled in one-half BA 


the time, The breech-locking mechanism BIG STORE ACITY IN ITSELF 
is the strongest made. It has a solid ry y 
matted rib on top of frame, thus adding SrA } 0 
an attractive feature which improves ag \ eos i P 
the appearance and assists in taking ; ’ oe 
aim quickly and accurately. Our / SIXTH AVE. a "SIS"STS 
new automatic recoil-operating lock- p> iia aaa - 
ing device makes it the safest breech- f 
loading gun ever built. N EW YORK 
120-page catalog, 300 illustrations, cover 
in nine colors, mailed for 3 stamps. 
’ The Marlin Fire Arms Co., New Haven, Conn. 
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THE NEW LEFEVER 








16 and 20 gauges as light 
as 514 pounds. 12 gauge as 
light as 534 pounds. Eject- 
ors Automatic 
or Non- Auto- 
matic at will of 





operator. All 
wearing parts 
thoroughly com- 
pensated. We 


give more op- 
tions than any . ; ; ' : 
other Manufacturer. Strong and simple in construction, beautiful in 


proportions. 
Our Perfect Gun Cleaner by mail, 45 cents. 


D. M. LEFEVER, SONS & CO., Not connected with Lefever Arms Co. Syracuse, N. ‘; 
wa 


“real PARKER GUN 


Has no Equal 3 Made on Honor 
is noted for its simplicity of construe- 
tion, beauty of proportion, excellence 


of workmanship, faultless 
balance : andH — SHOOTING 
ALITI 


























Hes stood the test of 
over 35 years 








Experience and ability have placed the Parker 

Gun in an enviable and well deserved position as 
THE BEST GUN in the world. Made by the oldest shotgun manu- 
facturers in America. Over 109,000 of these guns in use. 


Send for Catalogue 


New York Salesroom DARKER BROS., 


Meriden, Conn. 











A NEW WORLD’S RECORD 


Our new medium-priced gun, The Durston Special, is without an equal for a cheap 
high grade gun. Fitted with Dura Black steel barrels built expressly for us; extra 
: : heavy at the breech with an abundance of metal well dis- 
With or without tributed the entire length of the barrels. Guaranteed for 
shell ejector , all nitro powders. Like all other Lefever Guns, cannot 
shoot loose. The mech- 
anism is uniform with 
that of our higher 
grades. 28, 30 and 32 















inch barrels. Bored 

for trap, field and 

- aS brush _ shooting. 12 

List Price $39. With Ejector, $52. gauge, % pistol grip 


only. Send for cata- 


LEFEVER ARMS COMPANY, Syracuse, N. Y. logue, 
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Established 


ORIENTA 


ya] 
| 
| 
hk 








= 


FALCON: “pugkint 


“ Wing Shot” 
“ Western Sporting” 


” 


. 
“Oriental Smokeless 
po is now generally considered 
2 Wild Fowl the best Smokeless Powder 
Falcon Ducking” that has ever been offered 
Are popular brands everywhere. {oO Sportsmen. 


Use Oriental Powder and insist on having your shells 
loaded with it; both Black and Smokeless. 


ORIENTAL POWDER MILLS, Cincinnati, Ohio 


Agents in all principal cities. Sold by dealers generally, 





Shooting Jacket $3. 


UARANTEED all wool, seam- 

less, elastic, close fitting, but not 

binding, comfortable and con- 
venient. Designed especially for duck 
shooters, trap shooters, etc., but suit- 
able for all outdoor purposes. Must 
be seen to be appreciated. Made only 
in two colors—dead grass and Oxford 
Gray. 


Send us your address for one of our Gun Catalogs 


THE H. H. KIFFE CO., 523 Broadway, N. Y. 














han 46 <mmmm $464 44 mm 44) $4) comm 444 coms $44) 4} ED 4 


Buftalo—Noble Animals 


ONLY A FEW OF THEM LEFT 














We offer our herds of Buffalo and Elk for Sale. 
Healthy and well acclimated. 


Every 
one is a beautiful specimen. 
Breeding both species every year. We have kept these 


herds for years simply to show that 


PAGE FENCE 


will hold the strongest animals. 








PAGE WOVEN WIRE FENCE CO. 


Box 390 ADRIAN, MICHIGAN 
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DUPONT 
SMOKELESS 


Wins more HIGH Send for New 
AVERAGES than 


all other POWDERS | | ] S O —- 


| 
| 
| 
| 








Its uniformity, velocity and | 

close pattern is demonstra- ‘| Illustrated #& & 
ted by thousands of trap | . 
shooters throughout the || ee Catalogue 
country. | 








Wilmington, Delaware. Lefever Arms Company 


Syracuse, New York. 


Powder Makers for a Century. 














| 
E. I. Dupont De Nemours & Co. 
| 

















SMITH GUNS 
SHOOT WELL 


Have you our latest catalog? 


HUNTER ARMS CO. 
Fulton, N. Y. 
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OR years we have been the recognized head- 
quarters for Tents and Camp Outfits and 
Sportsmens’ Clothing of Practical Utility. 


Sportsmen’s , In moving to our new quarters and adding 
Cl hi general Sporting Goods, Canoes and Photo- 
ot ing graphic Goods to our line, we have kept to the policy of 
offering only those articles proved by practical exper- 


Canoes ience to be absolutely the best for their specific purposes. 


Our 1903 Catalogue is more than an illustrated 


Camp Outfits price list—it is a guide to the selection and use of ey- 


erything required by Camper, Canoeist, Prospector, Ex- 
plorer, Hunter and Angler, and each and every article 


Guns described in its 160 pages has been selected for its ab- 
solute usefulness and portability. 
a 2 kl 
Fishing Tac @ Our catalogue is a valuable addition to any sports- 
Rifl man’s*library. Sent free on request. 


Revolvers 
ABERCROMBIE & FITCH 


Photographic DEPARTMENT “S” 
Goods j 314 and 316 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY 








MARBLE’S SAFETY 
3 POCKET KNIFE 


We offer something better in the way of a hunting knife. 
Not mercly better than the old unreliable kind, but far and away the BEST} 
folding hunting knife made, equal in quality to our celebrated Ideal hunting] 
knives, and one of the latest and best of the Marble Tricks. 
It has a five-inch blade which folds into a four-inch handle. Whenth 
knife is open the blade locks so firmly that no mischance can cause it 
close. It is as rigid as a one-piece knife. 
When it is closed it may be carried in the pocket or at the belt. 
It is not a ramshackle toy but a thoroughly dependable knife, which 
will never fail in the hour of need. 
It is hand tested and hand made from the very best steel—tempertt 
to stand the hard knocks of field service, beautifully finished and 
bears the “MARBLE” guarantee of quality. 
The price is $4.00. Get one from your dealer or direct from tt 
makers. Send for catalogue “*C’’. ; 
, MARBLe SAFETY AXE CO. 
; wladstone 








MAUSER REPEATING RIFLE 


No. 30. “Scuituiinc,” Mannlicher Sys- 

tem, Octagon Barrels, Set Triggers, 

Pistol Grip, 8 m/m, or .315 caliber. .$30 

No. 300. “ScHILLinG,” Mannlicher System, Round Barrel, Pistol 
Grip, Plain Finish, 9 m/m (new), or .354 caliber 


“ScHILLING,”’ Round Barrel, Raised Matted Rib, Extra Fine Finish, Set Triggers, 
$4 


No. 50. “Saver & Soun,” Mauser System, 
Model 1899, Round Barrel, Raised Matted 7 
P. G., Set Triggers, 8 m/m 
No. 150. “SCHILLING,” ’ Mauser System, Model 1899, Round Barrel, 
Raised Matted Rib, P. G., Set Triggers, 8 m/m 








“LUGER,” 


Automatic Pis- 

tol, capable of killing a deer at two 
hundred yards, and shooting over one 
hundred shots a minute. 


See that your shells 
are loaded with ei- 
ther Wolff Bulk 
Smokeless, or Wals- 
rode Dense Smoke- 
less Powder. Send 
2.50 for sample 100 
12-gauge shells. 


Specialty Catalogue mailed on receipt of 5 cts. 
250"p. (General Catalogue on receipt of 20 cts. 


SGHOVERLING, DALY & GALES 


Sole Agents for CHAS. DALY GUNS 


302;% 304 Broadway, New York 
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Ideal and 





New Victor Loaded with 


KING, DUPONT, HAZARD, E, C. and 
SCHULTZE SMOKELESS POWDERS 


High Gun 


and Premier Loaded with 








LAFLIN & RAND and BALLISTITE 
SMOKELESS POWDERS 


The Trap Shooting Record of 1902 shows the High Quality 
of this ammunition. Half the Prize Winners in 
the Grand American Handicap used it. 


VICTORIOUS AT THE TRAP 
SUCCESSFUL IN THE FIELD 








have an unequaled record of victories in 


RIFLE, PISTOL and 
REVOLVER SHOOTING 


Cartridges Holding the World’s Records 


Books for Sportsmen Free. 


Peters | 








THE PETERS CARTRIDGE COMPANY 
CINCINNATI, OHIO 
Eastern Department, 80 Chambers St., New York T. H. Keller, Mgr. 
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1840- THE MOTHER’S MISSION 


A great Emperor once asked one of his noble 
subjects what would secure his country the first 
place among the ‘nations of the earth. The noble- 
man’s grand reply was, “Good mothers.” Now, 
what constitutes a good mother? The answer is 
conclusive: She who, regarding the future welfare 
of her child, seeks every available means that may 
offer to promote a sound physical development, to 
the end that her offspring may not be deficient in 
any single faculty with which nature has endowed 
it. In infancy there is no period which is more 
likely to affect the future disposition of the child 
than that of teething, producing as it does fretfulness, moroseness of mind, etc,, which if 
not checked will manifest itself in after days. 


USE MRS, WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP 














DIAMONDS 





Reduces your Fuel on credit y 
Bills 50 per cent. yo : 


when you use our per- 
fect steam cooker with giftofs Reantifal 
doors. Large meal Diamond. You have 
cooked over one burner. re ag eg a 
ry, oy say tion of 8 ring, 
W onde ~% li — 7 <4 brooch, locket, stud, 
fuel and labor, 00 earrings, cuff but- 
Free. Special rate for tons ora Watch. We 
ten days. Used on any send it for your ex- 
kind of stove. AGENTS amination, if it pleases you, pay ono fifth of the price and 
WANTED $30 to $40 keep it. Send the balance in 8 equal wonthly payments. 
“aa east r We give & written guarantee with every diamond, make 
a week can be made. exchange at any time, or cheerfully refund money if goods 
Now is the time to sell are not satisfactory, Write for catalogue, it shows thou- 
«wookers. O O STEAD sands of beactifui things for Christmas within the reach 
: eS ro Ay ( _ of all, through our Liberal Credit System. Our prices are 
tario Bldg., Toledo, O. 


d 





can makes 
Christmas 



















from 10 to 20 per cent. lower —_ nee dealers. F 
iamond Importers an 
LOFTIS BROS. & CO., Sncatacinvius Sows, 


Dept. oF, 92 to 98 State St., Chicago, Lil., U. 8. A. 


THE PRESS PHOTO CO.., 


64 VEsEY STREET, New York City 















BECOME A PHYSICAL DIRECTOR 


\ Le ella Te 


FOR MEN AND WOMEN. 


If you are well and strong, we can instruct you in a few months. 
Instruction by mail or at our lustitute. Six private tutors, graduates 











PHOTOGRAPHS BROMIDE 
MADE TO ORDER ENLARGEMENTS 





from Yale and Hungarian Universities. We ha e no troub'e in find- Portraits at your own home; Animal Pets; 
ing positions for our graduates, Our special offer is limited to a few > 
months only, and the cost under this offer f»r mail instruction is prac- Landscapes , Exteriors; Interiors; Lan- 
ot nd ae ost a powers: instruction papers, and apparatus, while you 

© studying with us. Write for finely-illustrated prospectus of our oy lides: ) 1c ‘es C le 

r tean : s . 3, t 3 ) . 
Institute and full particulars. Our Institute alone represents an invest- tern Slides Old Pictur 4 en é 


ment of $50,000. 
MAC LEVY INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE, 
+ Onze LR Y. 


) Corres. Deptid , Hotel Sr. G ROOKLYN, N HIGHEST CLASS PROFESSIONAL WORK 
& 2 V 0 U S % F S Exhausted or Debilitated 
a Nerve Force from any Cause 


——mmmm, fy" WINCHESTER’S SPECIFIC PILL. 


it contains no Mercury, Iron, Cantharides, or any injurious ingredient whatever 


This Pill is purely vegetable, has been tested" and prescribed hy physicians, and h t best, 

cnet eg & = eee. Wy 7 hed ene —_ for, Festoring Vitality, wo matter pA AN 
used. rem: best o' ind, and contain on 6 best an 

can buy and science produce: therefore we cannot offer free samples. ee ae 


eee ee Humbug or Treatment Scheme. 


PERS A + Dear Sirs: I have used a bottle of your Hypopb: ites of Manganese for liver and kidne 
will noon L OPINIONS * complaints in my own person and receiv: ayy sol will ‘enclose five dollars a 
vi you den send me Te. J yh Ak fe that ——, until we - get it through the reguias 
rch of for many years. ri 
mag and Soda, and am pleased with the preparation. Yours sincerely, Dr. west. = a 
know of no remedy in the whole Materia Medica I to . ility.-- 
aT yao NAW dd Bere te your Specific Pill for Nervous Debility..--ADOLPH BEHRE, 


: Bend for free Treatise. Winchester & Co., Chemists, 614 Beekman Bidg., New York. 
-_ FOR WEAK LUNGS USE WINCHESTER’S HYPOPHOSPHITES. Est. 1858. 
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Fohn Dewar 
ke Sons Limited 


PERTH, SCOTLAND 
LONDON, ENGLAND 


















Scotch Whisky 
Distillers 


By Royal Warrant to His 
Majesty King Edward V11., 
and the Royal Family 


FREDERICK GLASSUP 
Sole Agent for the U. S. 
New York 


































Olivine Vineyard Proprietor 


Julius Paul Smith 








Vineyards and Cellars at Livermore, California 
WINES for PURITY and FLAVOR unsurpassed, fully equalling their foreign 
prototypes. 
RED DRY WINES .* Claret, Malbec, Cabernet, Burgundy. 
WHITE DRY WINES »* Riesling, Sauterne, Haut Sauterne, Chateau Yquem. 
SWEET WINES * Port, Sherry, Muscatel, Angelica, Malaga, Madeira, Tokay. 


CHAMPAGN PRIDE OF CALIFORNIA 
Dry, Extra Dry and Brut 
The best sparkling wine made in America. Acknowledged by experts to be equa! 
in delicacy of flavor and natural sparkle to any imported. 


GRAPE BRANDIES from the Folle Blanche and Columbar Grape. 
To connoisseurs who judge by taste and not by label the Olfvina Products commend 
themselves. YJRY THEM. You Will always buy them. 

For price lists and particulars address 
JULIUS PAUL SMITH 
OLIVINA WINES 
Vaults: 65-67 Duane Street, New York 
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Telephone, 4704Cortlandt 

OBRIG Camera Co. 
165 BROADWAY 

just below =: NEW YORK 


Dealers in Modaks and all styles of 
first-class View and Hand Cameras, at Full 
Discounts. Devel- 
oping, Printing, 
Mounting and Blue 
Prints for the Ama- 
teur and for Mer- 
cantile purposes. 
Bromide Enlarge- 
ments. Fresh 
Films, Fresh 
Plates, Fresh Print- 
ing Papers. Tri- 
pods, Lamps, Photo 
Literature. Ray and Cloud Screens, Back- 
grounds, CLARO Developer. All Acces- 
sories. Send for our new booklet of sup- 
plies and our little newspaper, ‘‘ DowN 
Town Topics.”’ 


15 Years Exclusively in this Business 




















THE HAYNES-APPERSON 


isunique. Itis it’sowntype, It has proved 
the best for American Koads, better than 
foreign types—better than the so-called “Am- 
erican type” of moter car. It is the oldest make 
in America—one of the oldest inthe world— 
the most thoroughly developed. 





T is interesting to note that the 1903 ‘“‘im- 
provements” of the Paris Show have all 
been features of the Haynes-Apperson Car 

for years. Our throttle control and sparker 
with magneto is superior today to the best for- 
eign practice; also our band clutch, free from 
end-thrust. 

We have issued (in addition to our regular 
catalogue) an interesting booklet that tells why 
it is the best. Shall we put you down for one? 
You will greatly oblige us by naming this 
publication when you write. Catalogue free too. 

Runabout, $1,200; Phaeton $1,500; Surrey, $1,800. 

Tonneau—ready by spring—particulars later. 
Eastern Representatives, Brooklyn Automobile 

Company, 1,239-41-43 Fulton St., Brooklyn, 

N. Y. New York location to be announced. 


HAYNES-APPERSON C0., Kokomo, Ind., U. 8. A. 



































™ GOERZ: 
ANSCHUTZ 
CAMERA 


NEEDS LESS LIGHT 
THAN ANY OTHER 


wt make pictures when | 
others fail, and will take 
anything others can. Most com- 
pact, lightest and most complete. 
A wonderful instrument for 
obtaining full-timed results when | 
speed is essential. Fitted with 
the famous 


Goerz Lens and 
Focal Plane Shutter 





















Cotalogue free from your desler ov 


| 
©. Goer: Optic Werks 


oom 4 62 E. Walon Square, Mow York. | 























Petite Century 


A New and Perfect Combination Cam- 
era using with equal facility Glass 
Plates and Cartridge Roll Film. Sma)! enough for 
the pocket. Fitted with Rectilinear Lens, Auto- 
matic Shutter, Adjustable Front, Rack and Pinion, 
Focusing Screen, and other “Century” features. 
Weight, 17 oz. Size, 14x44 x5¥ ins. Price $12.50. 
Ask your dealer for Petite Booklet or write us,its free 


CENTURY CAMERA CO., - Rochester, N. Y. 
SLE, CLS LALN GE I LTT 
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In the Heart of the’ Long Leaf Pine Region 


FOUNDED BY JAMES W. TUFTS 


Finest Quail Shooting «South 


Upon the Pinehurst preserves of 30,000 acres, upon which were 
planted more than a hundred patches of cow-peas, left unharvested 
for feeding purposes 
{Perfectly trained hunting dogs and guides always to be had, and ideal 
sport guaranteed. 


Best Golf Courses in the South 


One of eighteen holes, splendidly laid out and kept in the pink of 
condition, and another of nine holes for beginners. 


Four Medern Hotels 
Including the CAROLINA, one of the most delightful and largest of 
America’s resort hotels. FIFTY COTTAGES, CASINO, and livery 
= fine saddle horses. Reached by Seaboard Air Line, or Southern 
Railway. 


FUR BOOKS ON GOLF AND SHOOTING AT PINEHURST, ADDRESS 
RESIDENT MANAGER, - - PINEHURST, NORTH CAROLINA 


ae ae 
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As the mother rocks the cradle, love 
transforms it to a kind of loom where- 
on her fond fancy weaves a bright- 
colored future for her child. As the 
child grows the wise mother feeds his 
mind with precepts of integrity and 
industry; his brain and body with 
all-nourishing food in order that he 
may be strong for life’s battle and 
find an honored place with men. 


SHREDDED 
WHEAT 
BISCUIT 


isthe Natural Food—the food whose 
each integral part has an exact counter- 
part in the human body—the food 
that builds the perfect whole because 
it builds the perfect parts. The perfect 
food to perfect man. SHREDDED 
WHOLE WHEAT BISCUIT is more porous than any other food — that means more digestible. It is 
quickly transformed into rich blood, firm flesh, hardy muscles and an active brain. Sold by all grocers. 


isc Woh opatee Gast” THE NATURAL FOOD CO., ™o4pAys 























An Unequaled Beverage 





MALT a 


Ghe Invalid 


CREAMLET _ [| convatescent 
CO COA Ghe Young 


Ghe Old 











If not obtainable from your Druggist or Grocer, a trial package making 
ten cups of delicious Cocoa will be mailed on receipt of 15c. in cash or 
Stamps. Ten packages (100 cups) delivered at your door by prepaid express, 
on receipt of $1.00 in cash, stamps or money order, 


Address “Dept. F. S.” 
MALT CREAMLET CO., 19 Liberty St, Mew York City 
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a Million 
Barrels a Year 
Those are sales of Schlitz Beer om 
making it the leader of all Milwaukee beers, by far. 
That’s a result of. maintaining absolute 
purity. We doubled the necessary cost of our 
brewing to have Schlitz Beer right. 
The Result Ts 
A Million Barrels a Year 


We have used the best materials —the finest barley 
—paid as high as twice what we need pay for hops. 
We bored six wells to rock to get pure water. 
We kept our brewing as clean as your cooking. 
The Result Is 
A Million Barrels a Year 
We filtered all the air that touched the beer. 
We filtered the beer through white wood pulp. 
We aged it until it could not cause biliousness. 
We sterilized every bottle after it was sealed. 
The Result Is 
A Millicn Barrels a Year 
Isn’t Schlitz Beer —pure beer—worth 
asking for, when the cost is the 


same as of common beer? 
Ask for the Brewery Bottling. 

















JAMES BUCHANAN & CO., g 


= | 
Broadw aVv, New 




















Some cvomen read 





a litte hit . 1e men 
a litte 11 some men 








few men read 





arr of anv won 


Any parc oF ins 1 


Most men and women 


all there is in 


ALLEL Dp 
STREAM 


Because they hi 


read 


ke 1t—thats why 














BORATED 
TALCUM 


TOILET 
PowDER 


DELICHTFULAFTER BATHING, A LUXURY AFTER SHAVING 
Beautifies and Preserves the Complexion. | b 








Something Maennen’s Violet Talcum Sct’ 











“America’s Magazine for Sportsmen! 


O Sport is more fascinating than shooting, but in order to en. 
joy it to its fullest extent you must have a well-trained 
reliable FIREARM. We make that kind, and haye 


Rifles from $3.00 to $150.00 
Pistols from $2.50 to $50.00 
Shotguns from $7.50 to $25.00 


Our arms have been on the market for nearly 40 years, and 
have always been considered as 


STANDARD FOR ACCURACY 


7 Dees pom & Tool Co, 
Box No. 5 
Chicopee Falls, Massachusetts. 














“It Starts From the Seat” 


“STEVENS-DURYEA” 








GASOLINE AUTOMOBILE is not surpassed in its class for 


SPEED, RELIABILITY, HILL-CLIMBING 


() 











PRICE AT FACTORY, $1200.00 


J. STEVENS ARMS & TOOL CO., Chicopee Falls, Mass. 


New York Of'‘ice, 54°56 W.43rd St. EOX No. 5 1 té 














NOW IN ITS EIGHTH YEAE 











